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To the Honourable 


Mr. Charles Boyl. 


=mASH E R E's no Condition can ſub- 
aa wholly upon it ſelf: And J 
am bound to depend, as every 
Man, more or leſs, is, upon the 
PFavour of the World, to carry 
| him thro? the troubleſome Jour- 
ney of this Life: Nor do I think it my Misfortune 
to wait upon a Great Man's rig ſometimes, to 
put him in' mind of me, While I can keep my 
ſelf out of the neceſſity of flattering Fools, I ſhall 
not very much repine at my Condition, I'm ſure 
I'm ſafe here, becauſe you are ſafe every where: 
And when a common Conſent encourages an O- 
pinion, I ſhall hardly be thought-i in the wrong, to 
do as other People do. 
Sir, when Poetry becomes a Man's Buſineſs, 
"twill hardly prove another Man's Diverſion: Tho? 
a Play once a Year, looks very like turning into 
the Profeſſion, I am a little better acquainted with 
the Town, than to impoſe my ſelf this way upon 
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dem; and let it be the defence of my Writing, 
that I have nothing elſe to do. 

I know Play-Writers, like Men of other Em- 
ployments, where the honeſt Advantages are fo 
ſmall, are ſuſpeQed in their Dealings, of indirect, 
underhand Practices, to carry on their Trade. For 
my part, Sir, I propoſe nothing more than an Op- 
Portunity of declaring my ſelf in my turn, that [ 
have grown up by degrees, with the general Un- 
derſtanding, and Judgment of the Town, into a 
Reſpe@ and Honour that every Body has for you: 
This, Sir, is the only way I have of publiſhing 
mine: And Writing has always been allow'd of, 
when there was no other way left of diſcovering 
the Paſſion. 

Some Convenience, and a great deal of Plea- 
ſure, firſt carry'd me into this wanton way of 
Wickedneſs, (thoſe old Seducers, Profit, and Plea- 
ſure) that have brought at laſt a great many of both 
Sexes, into the common Entertainment of the 
Town. | 

I have had my Ends of this Play, and ſhou'd 
have been glad if it had anſwer'd every Bodies: [ 
think it has its Beauties, tho? they did not appear 
upon the Stage, and 'tis not the ſmalleſt Commen- 
dation, to be able to divert you in private. 

If I run into the Courſe of a Dedication, I ſhall 
be loſt in the Character of Mr, Boy/; for when J 

have 


The Epiſtie Dedicatory. 
have ſaid all I can, I ſhall fall ſnort of every Man's- 


Opinion; and no Body, but your ſelf, will think 1 
can ſay enough of you: At Home, or Abroad; 


in the Camp, or in the Court, Mr. Boyl's Behavi- 


our, and Addreſs, is the Pattern of every Gallant 
Man's Imitation; ſo much, that, from what I 


have ſeen, and heard of you, I muſt believe that 


there is no Province of Humanity, but, at one- 
time or other of your Life, you are defign'd to 
Command. Let it ſatisfie, Sir, your preſent Am 
bition, to conquer in the faireſt Field of Vitory»- 
to triumph in the Court, and in fpight of the Ga” 
bals, and Whiſpers of the Drawihg-Room, to be 
univerſally allow'd the fine Gentleman: Which 
as it ſeems the eaſteſt, has always been thought the 
hardeſt Character of a Great Man to maintain. 
Sir, ſince the diſtance of yout Quality and For- 
tune, has made it impoſſible to come near you, as- 


a Friend, I hope you will allow me to wait * 
you as, | 


SIR, 


Towr real flumbii — 


T. SournkRx. 
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PROLOGUE, 
Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 


HEY who muſt write (for Writing's a Diſeaſe) 
Shou d make it their whole Study how to plenſe: 
And that's a thing our Author fain wou d do; 
But wiſer Men, than he, muſt tell him how: 
For you're ſo changeable, that every Moon, 

Some upſtart Whimſie knocks the old ones down, 
Sometimes bluff Heroes pleaſe by dint of Arms : 
And ſometimes tender Nonſenſe has its Charms: 
Now Love, and Honour ſtrut in buskin'd Verſe: 
Ten, at one leap, you ſtumble into Farce, 
Like true Fanaticks, never long content. 
With any ſetled Form of Government: 
Eager in choice, as enger in forſaking; 
Tou firft blaſpheme the Gods of your own making. 
Tet Poets henceforth lay their Rules aſide; 
Au take ſome ruling Planet for their Guide; 
No more frequent their fam d Parnaſſus Tops; 
Unleſs it be to place their Teliſcopes : 
For ſuch as hope to merit your Efteem, 
Muſt quit their Horace, and erect a Scheme. 
Thus they may find a way to pleaſe the Pit, 
Providgd they inſure their Plays from Wi. 
Our Author, this way doubtful of Succeſs, 
(For ſome Men have no Stars, as Lilly ſays) 
Himſelf, and Play, upon the Boxes throws, 
"From perfect Beauties, to imperfect Beans. 


PROLOGUE. 


To you, fair Sirs (for I muſs call you fo, 

Since Art, in ſpight of Naturer makes a Beau) 

Who in Side-Box, in ſeeming Fudgment ſit, 

Like Barron-Tell Clocks to attend the Pit ; 

In all Humility he does ſubmit. 

Not that he needs to doubt you for his Play: 

We know your Courage lies another way. 

Nor will he Court you, like ſome ſervile Elves, 

ho flatter you as much, as you your ſelves : 

Let them proclaim the Conqueſt of your Looks ; 

That bug-bear Word ſhall never burn his Boots. 
You, Ladies, he adores, and owns your Charms, 

More powerful, than the greateſt Monarch's Arms. 

Hopes the kind Heav'ns will all your Wiſhes grant, 

Whether they be for Husband, or Gallant : 


Nay, Bath, and Wells, at once, if both you want. 


Not doubting your Good-nature for a Man, 
Who, to oblige you, does the beſt he can. 


A; 
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Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| M E N. 
Granger. Mr. Powell. 
Gayman. Mr. Boman. 
Garniſh, Mr. Alexander. 
Lord Malepert. Mr. Doggert. 
Sir Ruff Rancounter, Mr. Brigbt. 
Sir Symphony. Mr. Bowen. 


Caprain Drydubb m_—_— Mr. Un der hill. 


to Sram. 


Fano, Page to Lady Suſan. Betty Allinſon. 


| WOMEN. 

Lady Maleperr. Mrs. Barry. 
Lady Triekerr. Mrs. Bracegir ie. 
Lady Siſan Malepert. Mrs. Monrferd. 

Maria. Mrs. Rogers. 
Wilwell. Mrs. Betterton. 


Siam, an Indian Woman. Mrs. Leigh. 
Florence, Woman to — .. 
Trickitt. 
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Chriſtian, Maid to Wiſbwell. Mrs. Perin. 
Betty, Maid to Siam. 
Footmen, Porter to Sir 

Symphony's Muſick-meet->Mr, Pinkyman. 
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SCENE Trickitt's Honſe. 
Euter Gayman aud Gtanget from Play. 


C RANGER. | 
Pox on your Baſſett: Catch me at that 
damn'd Game, this Twelvemoath a- 
gain, and ay live to value my felf 
upon the Modiſh Reputation of a gen» 
tile Tallieur. | 

Gay. And that has made a Fortune 
before now. | | 
N Grang. It never ſhall make mine: 
Death! 1 have no patience to be cternally jilted by Al 
1. 


Gay, But not the Ladies, Ganger, 


— 


Grat. 


Iz . The Mary's laſt Prayer: 


Strang. The Ladies? There lies the Secret: When you 
deſign a Bank, you firſt conſider what Beauties you 
get to draw in Cuſtom : And I cou'd tell you, as a cer- 
tain Lord did, when ask'd, why he never play d at my 
Lady Pampockett's. — Wo 

Gay. As how, pray? {ER 3 

Grang. Why, — you preſs me. -I don't like your 
Women. X 

Gay. Sure you forget my Charming Lady Trickitt:- 
And * inhalpitable in — Houſe, : 

Grang. No, faith, I have her in my Thoughts, a freſh 
Idea of her; and her little Cheats; her nauſeous Toſs, and 
all thoſe Affectations that ought to make a Woman odi- 
ous to Men of Senſe. by 

Gay. Gad a mercy, St. George for England! Now 
wou'd your Man of Travel and true Dreſs be tranſported, 
with what your right born Britain finds ſuch fault with; 
and think theſe little Agreements of abſolute neceſſity to 
make a Miſtreſs reliſh. 

Grang. To make a Miſtreſs reliſh! To make a Miſtreſs 
ſtink of che. familiarity of half the Town: I muſt own 
my want of good Breeding ; the Hogo's much too ſtrong 
for me. 

Gay. Thou Monſter of Ingratitude! I heard this very 
Woman, within this Month, ſay, there was not ſo agree- 
able a Man in Town as Mr. Granger; ſo generous a Friend, 
and fo good-humour'd a Gentleman, eſpecially upon a. 
winning hand- 

Grang. Why there's the Devil on't: One Night, about. 
that time, ſhe loſt her Mony, and I was lucky: She, to 
my Face, cried up the Generoſity of thoſe who make 
their Friends Partakers of their good Fortune : And I was 
too well ſatisfied with mine to contradict her: Next 
Morning ſhe ſent to ſpeak with me, on earneſt -Bu-. 
fmeſs, which was to borrow 500 Guineas, promiſing to 
repay me with ſuch a Grace; that no one who had not- 
the Honour to know her Ladyſhip, cou'd have had the 
Heart to refuſe her. e | 

Gay. And how cou'd you retire like a Man of Ho-. 
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Grang. I told her, mine was a younger Brother's Por- 
tune; not to be ventur d but on good Security; ſhe in- 
deed kindly proffer d me the beſt ſhe had about her 
Gay. And ſo you Sign d and Sead? | 

Grang. No, faith, without adviſing with Counſel, F 
knew *twas ſo encumber'd with Fops and Blockheads, 
there was nothing in remainder for a reaſonable Man: 
There's not a Rogue ſo nauſeous, but is welcome to her 
for his Mony: All that will be Loſers, Lenders, or Givers, 
have an equal Claim to her good Graces: From the grin- 
ning ſtinking Lord, to the fat Booby Squire, whoſe un- 
ſavoury Vapours wou'd offend the Ladies Noſes, in any- 

Ruel but her Ladyſhip's. | 

Gay. But what ſay you to my lovely Lady Malepert ?* 
She's more particular, one Man at once ſuffices there. 

Grang. Wou'd it were always to be her Husband.-...- 
That a Woman at eighteen, an Age when Love and Plea- 
ſure us d to rule, ſhou'd in the midſt of Plenty, value her 
ſelf upon the Reputation of a Publican, and always fit at 
the Receit of Cuſtom ! Rot her; ſhe has leſs Mercy than 
a Mountebank's Bill: No Cure, no Mony, is a moral Ho- 
neſty in the Surgeon ; but no Mony, no Cure, is only 
the Conſcience of a Whore. | 

Gay. Prejudice of Education; Granger: Her Inclinations- 
may be good, and*Wiſhwel's Influence over- rule em: 
She governs there, and Intereſt governs her. 

Grang. Nay, Mrs. Wiſhwell's the very Flower of Mo- 
dern Induſtry, and ſhews a Maſter-ſtroak in all ſhe does: * 
Firſt, to inſinuate, at her Age, into the Inclinations of this 

ung Lady; then, with her Character, to perſwade the- 

amily ſhe was a fit Inſt ucter for her; and which is 
more, to make Lord Lofty, tho“ turn d of Fifty, agreea+ 
ble to almoſt Fifteen. 

Gay. But above all, to break the League twixt her 
and her Lord's Aunt, my Lady Suſan, who tho? a Friend 
to the Projection, cou'd not endure to have it. brought 
about by any but the Family. LE” 

' Graug. Yes, that youthful Virgin of ſive and forty, 
with a ſwelling Rump, bow Legs, a ſhining. Face, aud 
colly'd Eyebrows (ot what Breata ſhe pleaſes) ſure ſhe's 

| 2 
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an Original: Tis the moſt familiar Duck, always engag'd 
a Month before-hand : She'd no more miſs a Ball, than 
the curling her little Finger when ſhe cats, tho ſhe hob- 
bles worſe than Abigall in the Scornful Lady when ſhe 


has broke her Crupper. 
Gay. No matter for all that, I am oblig'd to her. 


Grang. O yes, by having the Honour to be your Bawd, 
ſhe thought to recommend her ſelf to be my Miſtreſs, 

Gay. Deſpiling her, as you do, why are you fo often 
with her? Your Vilits are as regular as my young Ma- 
ſter's to the crooked Heireſs, whom his prucent Parent 
has pick'd out to be the future Bleſſing of the Family, 

Grang. Why, to confeis my Sins, and bluſh for all at 
once ſince I refus'd Trickirt the 500 Pound, I don't 
know what the Devil's the matter with her, but ſhe has 
made me ſome Advances, that have put me into a Curio- 
ſity of knowing the Meaning of em. But, Damn her, 
while I believe her endeavouring to perſuade me that 
ſhe is in Love with me, I think I am in Love with her: 
I can't ſee to the end on't: but ſhe, and my worthy Lady 
Suſan, being, as you know, inſeparable, I need explain 


no farther, 


Gay. Speaking of Trickitt, as you have always done, I 
durſt have {worn of ker whole Sex, the was the laſt in 


your Opinion. 


Grang. And ſo ſhe is. 
Gay. And yet you follow her. | 
Grang. 1 conſider the Principles of a Miſtreſs, no mere 
than of a good Companion, they are both the Inſtruments 
of Pleaſure for the time, and to be truſted with nothing 
beyond that Meeting. | 
Gay. But can you Love without Eſteem? 
Grang. Why, you court Lady Maletert; you can have 
no real Eſteem for a Woman of her Mercenary Cha- 
racer. 
Gay. Cou'd I reclaim her I ſhou'd be happy: At leaſt the 
Tryal will be pleaſant. 
Grang. How does this agree with your Paſſion for 
Maria Can you be falſe to her? | 


Gay. 
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Gay. She won't let me be true to her: I haye try'd 
her every way but one; and that one way, that high way 
of Matrimony, 'twill come to at laſt, I believe. 

5 GX I always thought Wiſpwel{ your Friend, in this 
meſs. 

Grang. The Lord has got the better of me: Yet I will 
viſit her again, to get her into my Intereſt, if I can; if 
wag in that, I ſhall at leaſt have the Pleaſure of railing at 

r. 

Grang. Nay, never think of curing the Mercenary Itch 
in an old Woman: Tis the very Tetter of that Sex; and 
more or leſs breaks out upon em all: The young ones are 


not clear on't. 


Gay. Here comes the Noble Lord Malepert, and that 
Mirror of Chivalry, Sir Ruff Rancounter : Their Converſation 
ſhou'd be diverting, let's ſtand back and obſerve 'em. 
Buer Sir Ruff, Lord Malepert hanging upon his Arm. 

Sir Ruff. Granger, methought, us d your Lordfhip a lit- 
tle ſcurvily: I wonder you cou'd bear it; for my part I 
always make Mince-meat of any Fellow that oſſers but 
half ſo much to me. 

Ld. Mal. Piſh, he loſt his Mony, and I teaz d him; 

theſe things are nothing between us: Beſides, 1 am wit- 
ty upon him in my turn, I call him Waſp. 
Sir Ruff. Nay, 1 muſt allow you are too hard for him 
at Repartee; but a Man of Honour, my Lord, ſhou'd ne- 
ver put up the leaſt Indignity : You never ice him offer 
the like to Gayman. | 

Ld. Mal. Who? Gayman? Lord! he's the ſervileſt Fel- 
bw, the Miniſters do fo laugh at him. 

Sir Ruff. Why, he'll fight, my Lord. 

Ld. Mal. O Jeſu! Sir! I never faid any thing to the 
contrary: He's a very worthy Perſon; I always reckon 
him among my beſt Friends, whatever I fay of him, 1 
aſſure you be did all his Exerciſes at the Academy to a 
Miracle: He and I rid the Horſe together. 

Sir Ruff. The great Horſe, my Lord? Sure you forget 
your ſelf, your Lady's Padd went a great way with 
you, F 


Ii, 
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Ld. Mal. Why really, Sir Ruff, you won't believe me; 
but I became the wa, ſo well, that I verily believe I 
had been in the Army, but for one thing 

Sir Ruff. What was that, pray? | 

Id. Mal. Why, they faid Riding too much wou'd 
teach me to turn in my Toes, an il my Dancing, 
and you know a Body wou'd not do that for leſs than a 
Regiment, and they offer d me. but a Troop. Was you 


at the Play laſt Night? 


Sir Ruff. Yes, what of that? 
Ld. Mal. Was Wiſhwell there? Well, ſhe's the beſt Wo- 


man. 
Sir Ruff. You have cauſe to ſay ſo. 
Ld. Mal. Yes, really, ſhe's always ſo particular to me: 
TI have ſeen her fo play _ my Lord Lofty, when he 
I. 


was much a greater Man t 
Sir Ruff. Has not ſhe plaid for him tos, my Lord? 


Grang. This Blockhead will tell him he's a Cuckold to 
his Face. [ Aſide; 
Ld. Mal. Well, my Wife's mightily oblig'd to her. 
She's admitted to her Toilet, when ſhe's Abroad to. 
Dutcheſſes; then ſhe gave her the fineſt Preſent of Stuffs 
on Board an Eaſt-India Ship; Lofty had but juſt given it 
her. I am to have a Gown and Slippers of it myſelf, 
Grang. Yes, and a Night-cap too. Can this Puppy be 
ſo blind, not to know who made his Wife that Preſent ? 
Sir Ruff. When was you at Mrs. Siam's? | 
Ld. Mal. Laſt Night, at Ten, we raffled there, Lord 
Lofty, Wiſhwell, my Wife, and I: My Wife ſent me home 
for more Mony; but before I came back, where do you. 
think they were gone? — Why, even to Wiſhwell's, 
where we had the prettieſt Supper: After we aroſe from 
Table, Wiſhwell ok me aſide, as ſhe us'd to do, to rail. 
with her, at the Vices of the Age; I thank her, ſhe. 
knew which way to oblige me----- 
Grang. And the whole Company. | 
Sir Raf. Why, after all, this was no Compliment to 
my Lady.. 2 
LA. Mal. Why, Lord, Sir Ruff, you don't think we left 
her alone: We were better bred, I aſſure you: My Lord 
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and ſhe went into the little Room, with the Crimſon 
Couch, to talk of State Affairs: Now. you muſt know | 
my Wife underſtands State Affairs to a Miracle: She picks 
up all the News of the Drawing-room; to inform me of at 
Night; for her whole Buſineſs, you muſt know, is to 
make me riſe.— . SY 

Grang. Out a Bed from her, I belieye you. © [Asli 

Gay. Wou'd ſhe had a better Employment. [ Afide; 

Sir Ruff. To make you riſe! tis loſt Labour very often 
my Lord; for, after all, you don't look much like a Man 
of Buſineſs. | 

Ld. Mal. O Lord, Sir! you're miſtaken in me; 1 love . 
State Affairs mightily; and underſtand em, tho? I ſay it, 
N well: Why, I had a politick Maſter all the while 

was in France; without Vanity J got off a Sheriff this 
Winter, in ſpight of the Commiſſioners. ä 

Sir Ruff. Was not Maria with you at Wiſhwell's? 

Ld. Mal. Ay, ay, Maria came in and interrupted us; 
Maria came in- -A Lady of your Acquaintance,-----As 
good a Maid, tho' I ſay it----- | 


he Raf. Though you ſay it? What can you ſay of 


Ld. Mal. Why, thou haſt ſuch an aking- Tooth after 
that Maidenhead of hers; but ſhe won't marry yon: Be- 
ſides, ſhe has no Maidenhead. WY L233: L208?" 

Sir Ruff. Has your Lordſhip no Coxcomb ? | 

Ld. Mal. Why, what do mean, Sir Ruff? I never was 
ask d ſuch an uncivil Queſtion- in all my Life. Jeſu ! 
—_— a Man make a Jeſt, or fo, upon a Friend, in a ci- 
vil way. 

Sir Ruff. Not where my Honour, or the Honour of. 
my Miſtreſs, is concern'd. 

Ld. Mal  Piſh, I honour her as much as you do: I 
_ her Virtuous, let the World ſay what they will of 

r. OS, 

Sir Ruff. Will that repair the Injury? Dammee, III 
have Satisfaction, or I'll wring your Neck off. 

14. Mal. Help there, Treaſon, I am the Lord Malepert, 
ſeixe him ſomebody But, dear Sir Ruff, I meant no 


harm 
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harm in the World; but as I love railing mightily, I cant 
forbear a witty Jeſt ſometimes.----- 


pany protect and ſo adieu, Lord Loggerbead, [ Exit. 
Ld. Mal. Mr. Granger, Mr. Gayman, your Servant; 
were you at the Park laſt Night? 
Gay. Was your Lordſhip a Hunting with the King ? 
Ld. Mal. Jeſu! 1 a Hunting? No, God forbid. You have 
the prettieſt Trimming, Mr. Granger: Did you buy it at 
the French Proteſtants? 
 Grang. That's a Queſtion for my Taylor ?-----Who was 
he that left you juſt now? _ 
Ld. Mal. Noneſt Sir Ruff. Does the Queen ſee Company? 
Grun. He usd your Honour ſomething courſely, 1 


thought. 

Li Mal. Piſh, tis a pleaſant bluſtering Fellow, I allow 
him all his Humours, and he knows mine. 

Grang. It ſeems he does. | 

Ld. Mal. Now you muſt know I am very quiet and 
good-natur'd 'till 1 am vex'd, but then I'm the Devil. 

Gay. At Twelve Ill meet you in the Park, 

Grang. Stay, ſtay, we'll go together. 

Ld. Mal. Did you loſe to Night, Mr. Granger? 

Grang. Did your Lady ſup at Mrs. Wiſhwe#'s? 

Ld. Mal. Piſh, did you win then? 

Grang. Did my Lord Lofty ſup there too? 

Lu. Mal. Very fooliſh; were you a Saver then? 
_  Grang. Zounds! Did you leave em alone? That's the 
way for you to be a Winner. 
TA. Mal. Well, my Wife does ſo laugh at him when 
we're alone; ſhe's only Civil to him, becauſe he's a Rela- 
tion. She ſays his Converſation's ſo out of Faſhion, and 
if de ſhou d pretend to make Love 

Gay. She wou'd make very good Sport with him. 

Grang. I dare Sweat for her. 

Ld. Mal. Yes, I vow now, for 1 aſſure you ſhe has a 
world of Wit, as my Aunt Suſan ſays: She'll play upon me 
ſometimes before Company; but that youknow is the Fa- 


EIT 


Grang. 
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Crang. What, to play upon your Lordſhip? _ 

Ld. Mal, Piſh, _ —_ . a Husband negligent- 
ly in publick; but then ſhe's ſo fond of me in private: 
Nay, Faith, our Humours jump to a Hair, ſhe'll rail to a 
Miracle, and you know I love railing mightily------ Bat 
do you reſolve to quit Baſſet ? | 

Grang. Damn it, *twas invented by the Levellers, and 
ſuited to all Capacities, tis the Devil and all, to loſe al- 
ways to Fools. 

Ld. Mal. 1 always loſe too; but witty Men, you know, 
are ſeldom _. | 

Grang. I mult to my Lodginges ſend ſome Rouleaus 
to the Bank, to pay my damn'd Debts, and learn to be 
wiſer for the future: Shall 1 have your -Honour's Com- 

ny? 

7 9, Mal. Jeſa! Mr. Granger, I beg you ten thouſand 
Pardons ; I covet no Man's Company ſo much as yours; 
but 1 muſt go to Sir Feminine Fanvile's, drink Tea at 
Siam's, and then to the Leyecs of three Privy Coun- 
ſellors. 

Gay. You're a neceſſary Man to em. 

Ld. Mal. Why, really, bar Sir Feminine, there's not a 
M:n in Town carries 'em freſher News. 

Gra'g. Nay, he's a Prodigy of Intelligence. 

Ld. Mal. And very well with the Miniftry, upon my 
Word: No matter who's in play, he ſticks to the Offices, 
and not the Men; there's not a Word ſpoken in the Play- 
Houſe, Chocolate-Houle, or Drawing-Room, but he gives 
em an account of. 

Grang. You forget the Coffee -· Houſes. 

Ld. Mal. O filthy! he leaves them to ſuch as can en- 
dure the ſtink of Tobacco: No, he's too delicate for thar, 


and [I believe nothing leſs than the betraying the Secrets 


of a boſom Friend, cou'd perſwade him to ſpeak to a 
Man that came out of one: I went to him from viſiting 
an old Aunt, that was taking a Pipe: The Smoak, I be- 
lieve, got into my Perriwig, but he ſmelt me out imme- 
diately, and made his Valet de Chambre turn me down 
Stairs; I muſt ſay that for him: Nay, I vow he's an ex- 

| traordinary 
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traordinary fine Gentleman, and knows a Fool, as well---- 
* Grang. As your Lordſhip. 

© Ld. Mal. Yes, I vow now, does he: Gad ſo, ttis al- 

{moſt eight a Clock, ſo dear Mr. Granger, an dMr. 


'» *Gayman, your Servant; you'll be at my Aunt Suſan's this 


Afternoon; tis her Day you know. 
Grang. Gay. Infallibly, my Lord. 
[Ex. Ld. Mal. one way, Granger, Gayman, another. 


SCENE drawn, ſhows La. Trickitt, Maria and Garniſh 
making up the Bank, Cards ſeatter'd about. 


L. Tric. What Luck's this, Child? To win of Sir Lim- 
ber "Lowly, and my Lady Sinker, (both deſperate Debts) 
loſe all our ready Mony, beſides a Sum to Granger. 

Maria. Did Mr. Granger win? J came in late, you 
know. 

L. Tric. Upon my Life, Child, we owe him a hundred 
and fifty Pound. 

Maria. I take your Word, Madam, but indeed I thought 
he had been a Loſer, I'm ſure he fretted at the uſual rate. 

L. Tric You miſtake him, Child, tis his Humour, he's 
as hard to pleaſe, as a ſick Monkey ; and- when he is, it 
fits as awkardly upon him, as a French Suit on a young 
Spaniard, newly ſet out to Travel. | 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Granger's Man's to wait on your Ladyſhip. 

L. Tric. Tell him I'm gone to Bed, bid him come after 
Dinner, and the Mony ſhall be ready —— ——{ Exit Seru, 
He's ſtrangely preſſing; methinks he might have ſtay'd 

*rill next Baſſet — Now if this Fellow 'be Fool enough 
not to underſtand me, and ſhou'd bring in the Mony, all 
will be diſcover'd. 14 [Afede. 

Servant returns with three Rouleaus. 

Serv. Madam, he ſays, Mr. Granger gives his Service to 

ur Ladyſhip, and has ſent you the hundred and fifty 

ounds he loſt to the Bank. 

L. Tric. Well, this fitting up does ſo prey upon the 
Memory: Why, I durſt ha ſworn we ow'd that Sum: 
Well, Child; as't happens, this is no ill Night to thee. 

- Garn. Thanks to the timely Meſſage [ Aſide. 
| Maria. 
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Maria. They come fo ſeldom, but Mr. Granger's the 
-moſt punctual . 

Garn. He's every way a Man of Honour. 

L. Tric. So Waſpiſh, there's no living with him: Of all 
things he's my Averſion. | , 

Garn. I muſt be better ſatisfy'd of that, before I believe 
you. : ¶Aſide. 

Maria. He's ſometimes Splenetick indeed, but tis thro? 
ſo much good Senſe, and Breeding, tis rarely ſeen, and 
always diverting. 

L. Tric. Dear Maria, how can you fay this? Did you 
ever know him offer at a civil Thing? No, tis an arrant 
Churl: And for the Honour .you mention, Mr. Garniſh, 
he talks too much of it, to haye more than his ſhare. 

Maria. Vil not diſpute his Character with you: Shall 
we meet anon at my Lady Suſan's? 

L. Trick. I'll not fail you, Child, ſhe's one of the Gang. 

Maria. I take my Leave. [Extz. 

L. Tric. Adieu Maria, adieu dear Child — Why what 
à credulous Creature this is! | 

Garn. Lord, Madam, how can you impoſe fo upon 
your Friend? 

L. Tric. Tell me of Friendſhip, no, as my Lord ſays, 
there's no true Friend, but Mony —— 

Garn. How, Madam? 

L. Tric. And your ſelf. But let us get as much Mony as 
we can; 'twill ſecure your Friendſhip to me. 

Garn. It cannot need ſuch a Security —— Well, Madam, 
you have reconcil'd me to ſome things for your Ser- 
vice. 

L. Tric. And for your own, good Sir. 

3 That I cou'd never have thought on, for my 


L. Tric. And you have perſwaded me to another 


thing 
Gran. For both our Services. 
L. Tric. That I wou'd hx done for no Body elſe. | 
Garn. There's no repenting of any thing I can do, for 
vou, or with you; 1 am a Slave to all your Intereſts, em- 


ploy 
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ploy your Cunning, I'll aſſiſt your Arts; cheat all your 

Friends but me. 

I. Tic. Cheat you? 

: Garn. Has Mr. Granger done any thing to make him 

your Ayerſion? you won't allow him to be a Man of Ho- 

* _ nour; have you a mind to put him tothe Trial? When yau, 

refuſe a Man a Commendation that every. Body gives 
him, you muſt pardon me, if I think, tis for ſome pri- 
vate Reaſon of your own : Beſides, I never knew a We» 
man declare an unreaſonable Averſion for a Man. in pub- 
lick, that had not a mind to have a better Opinion of 
him in private. 

L. Tric. What, you are jealous of him? 

Garn. Not jealous, Madam: But tis a weakneſs to be 
too ſecure: While I tally'd to the Company, I had my 
Eyes about me; and indeed by what you lookt, or-did, or 
faid to him, I cou'd not find out your Averſion. 

L. Tric. A very, boyiſh jealouſie indeed! he loſt. to us, 
and I was civil to him; nay, civil to his Loſſes, not to 
him: I can do more to ſerve the common Cauſe, ſa cer- 
tain to our Intereſt--..- 

Enter Florence. 

Garn. ] do believe you can do what you pleaſe; and III 
watch your Pleaſure------ [4{tde. 

L.Tric, Is your Lord ſtirring yet, Florence ? 

Flor. He has been in his Dreſſing-Room this half Hour, 


OY 


Madam. 
T. Tric. Then tis as I wou'd haye it; and a fair time 
for me to go to Bed----I come---- [Exit Flor. 


Garn. Shall we meet this Afternoon? 

L.Tric. Not this Afternoon, I have Buſineſs; hardly this 
Week I fear: I hope I've fatisfy'd your Jcalouſie. You: 
don't know of enough me---- Exit. 

Garn. Ido know enough, enough to ſatisfie me ; there's 
no knowing more than ſhe has a mind to: | 

And all the Knowledge our weak Search can find, 

But proves, there is no knowing Womapkind, ¶ Exit, 


ACT 


L 


2 handfomly. 


| ing Room at Night. 


2 cringes to you; 
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ACT II SCENE Il. 
Wiſhwell at her Toylett with Chriſtian, 


Wiſh. DRithee leave fidling, tis well enough. 
1 P Chrift. Madam, you wau'd have your things it. 


i#1ſh. Decently, I, wou'd; what you call handſomly, is 
a Niceneſs, wou'd as ill become me, as a Sultana does a 
fat Body, or a high Commode a, lean Face; and only 
ſerve to make my Decays more remarkable. 

Chriſt. Will you pleaſe to uſe the Waſh---- 

Wiſh. I uſe the Waſh! a Woman turn'd of fifty was 
neer * os to be lookt upon: I may Waſh, and Patch. 
and pleaſe my ſelf; cheat my Hopes with the daily ex- 
pence of Plaiſter and Repairs; no Body will take the Te- 
nement off my Hands. Men uſe. us, as we uſe our Spe- 
ctacles, to draw the Object nearer to the Senſe: Indeed. 
we are the fitteſt Means to guide and light their dark, 
Deſigns home to their Ends on younger Women. Ne 
matter for the Character; I live by them, and they ſhall 
Love by me, While I am Miſtreſs of Malepert's Beauty, 
I am not very ſenſible of the loſs of my own: For her 
ſake I will be courted: I have ſo many 6 and 
Invitations in the Morning en her account; ſo many 
Viſits in the Afternoon; and ſo many Bows in the Draw- 


Chriſt. For her ſake you have ſo many Rafflings, and- 


© whoever throws moſt, you win the Prize: For her ſake, 


my proud Lord Ks who ſcarce bows to Heayen, 

or her fake the whole Town calls 

you Bawd. | Ade. 

Y Wiſh. En when by the Merits of my own. 
ace but 

Chriſt. 1 had almoſt forgot, Madam, Mrs. Lucy was here 

this Morning, and deſires you to remember Mr. Oglemell 


f of the Temple. 


Wiſh. She may reſt her ſelf contented; he is not for 
her Turn: Mrs, Siam ſent her Maid to his my = 
ay 
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ſterday in the Afternoon too, his Man deny d him at firft, 
but afterwards confeſt, his Maſter ' was in Bed with a 
fine Gentlewoman (one of the common fine Things a 
the Town ] ſuppoſe) and wou'd-not be diſturb'd. 

Chriſt. How, Madam! pretend to marry Mrs. Lucy for 
Love, and be in Bed with another! 

-Wiſh. Nay, now he'll hardly marry for Love, ſince he 
has found a Remedy for Love, without marrying. 

Chriſt. Baſe Man! does not he fear a Judgment will 
follow him? Had it been a Match, I was to have fifty 
Pound of her, for putting your Ladyſhip in mind of it. 

Wiſh. And did the Fool believe I wou'd turn Match- 
maker in my old Age? ; 

hbrifs. Why, Madam, tis no ſuch diſhonourable Character. 

TWW/:/h. But tis ridiculous, and that's worſe: No, give 
me an Office, where I may have Thanks for what I do: 
Go, get the Chocolate — and remember I am at home 
to no Body, but Lady Malepert. [ Exit Chriſtian.) Tis near 
the time ſhe was to call me for the India- Houſes; ſhe 
turns to more account, than any of my former Acquain- 
tance: She has hitherto been rul'd by me: And I will 
keep her out of thoſe Gentlemens Hands, if I can, who, 
by engaging her, as deep as they can, into their Intereſt, 
will certainly, as ſoon as they can, take her out of mine. 
If I may believe her, no Body but Lord Lofty has yet 
been happy: He grows weary of preſenting; and muft 
give place to Gameſters that bid more: Sir Ruff Ran- 
counter offers very fair: While I can keep her to Men, 
where ſhe can like nothing but their Mony, I am fafe: 
Therefore that Brute ſhall have her: But Gayman loves 
her: She likes him too: And when the Parties are fo far 
agreed; there's but a little work for a third Perſon to 
bring em together. I fear Gayman, as I ſhou'd a French 
Privateer in the Channel without a Convoy, and all m 
Fortune on Board one Veſſel: For he's a Maſter of thoſe 
thriving Arts, and little Rogueries, that cheat and pleaſe 
the Women: Then to his Perſon, Wit, and Induſtry, he 
has a certain reſpe&ful Impudence in his Behayiour, few 
Women can find fault with, or reſiſt. | 


Enter 
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| Enter Chriſtian. | 
Chriſt. Before I cou'd give your Orders to deny you, 
Lord Lofty was told you were at home. | 
Wiſh. This muſt be by Malepert's Appointment. Wait 
on him up. [Chriſtian goes out] But now he's out at 
Court, he ſhall ſoon be ſo with her — How! Mr. Gays 
man! 
Enter Gayman. 5 
Gay. Tis well you nam'd me, Madam; by the ſtrange- 
neſs of your Look, I was afraid you had forgot me. 
Wiſh. I am ſurpriz d you ſhou'd uſe another Name to 
be admitted here; where I command you ſhall always 
be welcome. _ 
Gay. I was ſure the Name I borrow'd wou'd carry me 
thro' this Family. ** 
Wiſh. Your own can do as much. | 
Gay. Then tis fince his Diſgrace: For, not three Days 
ago, when you deny'd your ſelf to every Body, und ra 
me, among the crowd of your unſeaſonable Viſiters, my 
Lord Lofty and Lady Malspers were. notoriouſly above 
Stairs with you; above Stairs, in private with you; with 
you or without you, Eo. 
Wiſh. How, Mr. Gayman! notoriouſly at my Houſe ? 
Gay. Why. yes Faith, Madam, it was very notorious : 
And you were ſo little cautious of concealing it, their 
Pages were at Play all the Afternoon before the Door: It 
made a Jeſt for every Body that went by; and wou'd 
have been apprehended by the very blind Cuckold him- 


— 


KY, had he happen'd in the way. 


© Wiſh. Tis very well, Sir; now you ſhow your ſelf. 
Gay. Why, Faith, I can't help it; I muſt ſhow my ſelf 
upon theſe Occaſions; tis every honeſt Man's Cauſe and 
Duty to be concern'd to find the beſt things ſo abus d; to 
ſee a young Lady's Pleaſures fall ſo ſoon into the Con- 
tempt and Scandal of the Town, thro' Indiſcretion or 
— I don't tax you of either: But the 
. Or — — ee 2 1 OF Toy 
Wiſh. 1 defie the World AE 
Gay. The Fleſh, and the Devil too, good Madam: But 
they'll get the better of us all. 88 | 
Vor. II. 5 Wiſk. 
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| << 4 And you, the worſt of Devils. What of the 
World? 
Gay. Why People you know are apt to prate: And 
hen a Woman of Experience, as you may be, engages 
in theſe Affairs, the World expects a Conduct duale do 
your grave Character: All the — of an Intrigue 
are lay'd on you; the Lovers are call'd Fools, and you 
have a worſe Name. | 
ip. I ſee you come to rail, I laugh at you. 
Gay. I came to make you merry: Laugh with me, if 
you pleaſe; we'll laugh at other People---- While he was 
in Fayour, I grant you, he might be a Friend; and there 
- was Reaſon good for ſerving him-----But I know you are 
truer to the Intereſt of Drawing Room, than to 
think any Man, that's in Diſgrace, can be a Friend------ 
Since my good Lord is down, ev'n let him lye, another 
Man may riſe out of his Fall-----You can't wart Friends: 
I havg a hard-hearted Father muſt die at laſt; and then I 
can be what you think a Friend, able to come up to your 
price of Thanks: Come, not to a habit of, do a ge- 
nerous thing, and let me once — well of you. 

Wiſh. Very well. | 

Gay. Come, come, I'm in the Secret, and therefore fit- 
teſt to be truſted now: The Lady's an out-lying Deer; 
I know you have been Acceſſary to ſome of her Scapes al- 
ready; and can help her over the Pale upon a- 
gain, to ſerve a Friend, Mrs. Wiſhwel. 

Wiſh. We are both beholden to you. 

Say. If I am not to be oblig d to her upon your Ac- 
count, tis but ſtaying till my Betters are ſerv'd, and 
then, as you manage Matters, every Man may hope to 
have her in his Turn. 

cin 8 Chriſtian, and goes out. 

; ft. m, my Lady Malepert's coming up. 
Say. How, Madam . ſes 


_ VW:/h. To hear how kind! can ſpeak of her, 
Gay. Forgive what I — Lid, my — Intereſt, 
Life, and all you ſhall commang. 
Wiſh. I would command your Tongue. [Wiſhwell re- 
.eciving my Lady Malepert.] Thou charming Creature Þ 
| or 
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for ever thus, thus Dear, thus Young, thus ever killing 


Fair! 7K . 

Lady. Dear Wiſhwell, 1 fear I have tir d thy Patience. 

wk Doting to this degree, I needs muſt languiſh : 
But now I have you thus | 

Gay. Flattering Devil! [ Aſide. 

Lady. M onate Gallant! ; 3 

Wiſh. That Title you may allow me, without injuring 
Yay. There the Queſtion 
Gay. There 

be Chriſtian enters, ps. Wiſhwell., 

Lady. How! Mr. Gan! you're a Stranger here. 

Gay. I'm ſorry for that, Madam; I am every where 
an humble Seryant of your Ladyſhip's. 

Wiſh. Would the Devil had ar for coming ſo unſea- 
ſonably : I can't avoid leaving em together: But the 
portunity ſhall do him little good: Your Ladyſhip 
will allow me a Minute, and ri be with you again 

| Goes out. 

Gay. That Minute muſt be mine: And let a Minute 
tell you, what all my Life can ne'er enough explain, how 
much I value you. I won't believe tis from your own 
Deſign, that I'm thus us'd : I know I've Enemies, but 
wonnot think you can be one of 'em. 

Lady. 1 ne'er can be your Enemy. 

Gay. O, no! they're outward all, not near this tender 

and moſt unworthy to poſſeſs your Heart ; that 


Heart, which once you ſaid was wholly mine. 


Lady. And was not that a Fault? 

Gay. It was, to break your Word. 

Lady. Why did I fay ſo? 

Gay. Becauſe then it pleas d you, to ſpeak a Truth 
that charm'd me to be yours: And yours 1 muſt be, uſe 
me as you will: — But being yours. 

Lady. Why did I meet you 21 

Gay. To tell me where I next ſhall meet you. 

oo. Why will you preſs me thus to whac will ruin 
me | | 
Gay. With W:iſhwell, I would have it ide. 
Lady. If you can think it fit ST i 
| B 2 Gay. 
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Gay. There's nothing fit without you. 
Lady. Ar Siam's, this Afternoon, we Raffle there, 
Gay. I Raffle tor a Heart 
| Wiſhwell enters with Siam. 
Lady. Mrs. Siam, you're in your Round of Viſitation, I 


Siam. I joy to find your Ladyſhip here: I have the 
ſweeteſt things; I have em in the next Room to ſhew 
you, Good Lord! Mr. Gayman! how came you here? 
Who-ever's the better for your Company, I'm ſure I 
ſhall have no reaſon to thank you for't, at this time. 

Wiſh. Nor I neither, Pox take him [Afide, 

Gay. Why, what's the matter, pray? 

Siam. The matter! why, a Jealous, Old, Coxcdmbly 
Fellow, (that ought to be a Cuckold, if I had Woman- 
hood enough about me to make him one) is matter e- 
nough for all the Misfortunes, that can fall upon a Wo- 
man of my publick Employment. 

3 Gay. What! my noble Captain Drydrubb, your Huſ- 
nd? 

Siam. Ay, ay, the noble Captain, as you call him: Would 
he were a Captain now, to be commanded into Flanders, 
that I might hope to be rid of him: But I'm ev'n well 
enough ſervd, I muſt have a Soldier, with a Pox to him: 
A Man of Honour, as he calls himſelf, to command me : 
One that has out-liv'd the Memory of being a Corporal, 
in the Civil Wars; and has borrow'd the Title of a Cap- 
tain, only to run in Debt with. 

Gay. He's Man of Honour enough, to be jealous it 
ſeems. 

Siam. Yes, yes, he's 2 enough to be a Man of 
Honour, if that will make him one: But he's jealous of 
himſelf, I ſuppoſe, and his own Honour; and that makes 
him Jealous of me, and mine: But Ive a plaguy Life 
with him, that's the Truth on't; he follows me all over 
the Town, dogs me where-ever I go: All this live-long 
Morning he has been at my Heels: He ſays I run a gad- 
ding after the Fellows, and if he finds out my Haunts 
he | he'll pepper me: Now if he has ſeen your Ser- 


vants at the Door, the whale World ſhall never Pas 
28 
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him but I came upon an Aſſignation with your Worſhip; 
and twill hardly be in the Power of a Guinea to make 
him quiet again. ; i 

Lady. Poor Siam! I vow ſhe has a diſmal time on't. 

Siam. A diſmal time on't, indeed, if your Ladyſhip- 
knew all; but for God's fake, Mr. Gayman, as you ten- 
der the Reputation and Quict of a poor Woman, that 
have been younger in my time, be ſo kind now—— 

Gay. Well, Mrs. Siam, I will be ſo kind. 

Siam. Elſe this overcharg'd Blunderbuſs will have the 
Impudence to come in, and let fly among the Ladies. 

Gay. Vil deliver you this time from his Jealouſie; I 
am a Slave to the Intereſt of your Sex:----- Your Servant, 
Ladies----- Exit. 

Siam. Well, this Mr. Gayman is a civil Gentleman in 
appearance, and that's as much as a Lady can d-tire in a 

Man: Truly I'm oblig'd to him-----Shall I bring in 
the Stuffs, Madam? They are the neweſt things; Im re 
they'll pleaſe your Lady ſhip. 

Lady. Some of your ſtale Ware, Siam. 

Siam. Upon the Faith of a Chriſtian, Madam, they ne- 
ver ſaw this fide of the World yet; they're juſt out of 
the Indian Houſe, and never were open'd to any one, but 
this Morning, to my Lady Kill-Chairman; ſhe indeed is 
my very good Cuſtomer, and bought four Pieces of em 
for a Mantoa. 

Lady. For her whole Family ſure, four Pieces! 

Wiſh. We'll look upon em in the next Room, if you 
pleaſe-----But, Siam, what have you done about our 
Raffle? Are there Subſcribers enow ? 

Siam. I want but one, Madam: I have got a very Ho- 
neſt generous Gentleman to make one, Sir Ruff Ran- 
counter; if he wins, he'll ſcorn to carry any thing out of 
the Company; ſome of the Ladies will be the better for 
him. Leave theſe things to me: The Men I provide for 
you, at my Houſe, be Men of Honour, I aſſure you, 
and for the Purpoſe you wap em. [Exit. 

Lady. What purpoſe can ſuch a Beaſt, as Rancownter, be 
delign'd for among the Women? | 


B3 Wiſh. 
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Wiſh. Why, like a Beaſt, to bear the Burthen of your 
Expences upon your Pleaſures, None but ſuch Beaſts will 
bear em: Think on that. 

Lady. I hate him. 

Wiſh. I would not have you Love him: Love your 
ſelf, and then you you'll Love nothing but your Intereſt. 
Come, come, a Thouſand Pounds may anſwer for the Man: 
Tis but ſuffering a little of his Company; and why not 
2 little of his, as well as more of your Husband's ? They're 
Beaſts alike: Only this, in proportion, bids more to be 
receiv d by you. Then he can do you no Injury, either 
in your Quiet, or your Fame: For you can no more be 
in Love with him, (which is a great Bleſſing in theſe Af. 
fairs) than the Town can think you ever allow'd him 
to be in Love with you; and is not a Thouſand Pound a 
round Sum, for doing ſo little, and ſuffering nothing? 

Lady. But why ſhould I do any thing againſt my In- 
Clinations? I don't want the Mony. 

Wiſh. Madam, Madam, every Woman wants a Thou- 
fand Pound : And for your Inclinations, if you allow 
them to get the better of you, you are undone: There 
are a great many pretty Gentlemen to be had; but what 
will you get by any of em in the End? Juſt ſo much 
Experience, and Repentance for your Pains: You may 
be in Love with a Man, that has it in his Temper to be 
in Love with halt the Town; as all the young Men are. 
And how will it agree with the Pleaſure of your Pride, 
or the Pride of your Pleaſure, to be forſaken? No, no, 
no Love: We'll learn that of the Men 
For Love is Nature's Appetite diſeas'd : : 

Where we have no Concern, we're always pleas'd. [Exe, 


SCENE S. James's Park. 
Enter Sir Ruff meeting Gayman and Garniſh. 
Sir Did you ſee Lord Malepert? 
fag or muſt — a — — 1 
Sir Ruff. No, no, Fighting amo jends: I have 
other Bk for him; of 3 — 1 3 
1 make Love to his Wife. 


Gay. 


Or, . Any, rather than Fail. 31 


Gay. How? how? pray recollect your ſelf. 

Sir Ruff.; Nay, not that I think her any better than her 
Chambermaid: Tis the Woman does my Buſineſs, and 
not the Lady: I had rather have a prudent Practiſer of 
the Trade, to uſe as I think fir; than a Gentlewoman 
(that only does it now and then, for her Diverſion) to 
uſe me as the pleaſes. But, you know, a Man in this 
Town is no body, without the Reputation of a Quality- 
Intrigue: And all that I do is for, is to-talk of in Com- 

any; and be better reſpected * the Women: For you 

now, they generally judge, juſt as other Women have 
judg'd before em. oy. 

Garn. But if the — be only on your Side. 

Sir Ruff. Sir, I would have you to know, tis on het 
Side too : Gayman, thow art a pretty Fellow, and ſhalt be 
my Confident: There's no Living, without communica- 
ting matters of this kind, to have both Parties the better 
for em. But, Mr: Garmſh, to convince you, the Hub 
band's ſtrangely fond of me, and you know, that always 
proceeds from the good Opinion of the Wife. 

Gay. I may make uſe of this. [Alde. 

Sir Ruf. But beſides, I have made Madam Wiſhwell 
my Friend: It coſts me Mony indeed; but ſhe takes the 
troubleſome part off my Hands: She makes Love for me; 
I'm only to ſtand by what ſhe ſays: She ſends me word, 
we are to-Raffle at Siam's in the Afternoon. 

Gay. But, my Lord and you are fall'n out. 

Sir Ruff. That's no matter, if-I could meet him. 

Enter Lord-Malepert. 

Garn. Here he comes; ready for your k 

Sir Ruff. Give me thy Hand, dear Bully ; Faith, I'm 
ſorry you provok'd me to uſe you {0 untowardly. 

Ld. Mal. Really, Sir Ruff, and fo am IJ, with all 
Heart; I meant no harm, I vow and fwear: If I had not 
thought you my Friend, I would not have pretended to 
be witty in your Company: But, Faith and Troth, you 
were bloody angry. 

- Sir Ruff. Come, come, ſhall we Dine together ? 

Ld. Mal. With all my Heart; upon Condition you'll 

go with me to Siam's in the Afternoon, 
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Gay Nay, that's but reaſonable----- [To Sir Ruff. 

Sir Ruff. Then be it ſo; I'll go along with you. 

Ld. Mal. Well, Siam's the beſt Woman in the World: 
She's the rareſt Company, and has all the News. Then 
ſhe's ſo. fond of me, that I verily believe I ſpend above a 
Thouſand a Year at her Houſe. | | 

Sir Ruff. Nay, Faith, then you have Reaſon - 

Ld. Mal. 1 vow, I ſhould be the worſt Man in the 
World if I did not Love her, ſhe has done ſo handſome» 
ly by my Wife, 

Gay. As how, pray? 

Ld. Mal. Why, ſhe heard a Noble Lord, and a great 
Man at Whitehall, ſay, he was in Love with her: And 
what do you think this good Creature did? 

Gay. Why, pray perhaps, that ſhe might reſiſt the 
Temptation. 

Mal. O Fooliſh! pray? No, quite contrary : She 
came to her next Morning, and told ker ef it ; that ſhe 
Might be ſure to ayoid him. 

Garn. No doubt, that was the Reaſon. 

Gay. But, my Lord, you are not there ſo often a8 
you us'd. 

Ld. Mal. Why ſince her Marriage, the Houſe is turn'd 
uplide down: What do People marry for, but to live 
eaſie with every body? When there's no danger of a Ri- 
val. Methinks a Man ſhould think every one his Friend: 
I'm ſure tis the Maxim of my Family. 

Gay. It ſhould be the Maxim of every Man, that's Born 
to your Fortune, my Lord. 

Ld. Mal. But the old Captain, you muſt know, has 
a got it into his Head, to be Jealous of me; and is grown 

o troubleſome, he can't endure a witty Man ſhould 
come into his Doors. 

Garn. You have giv'n him Cauſe, my Lord. 

Ld. Mal. Nay indeed, if Mrs. Siam was to be had, I 
believe I ſtand as fair for her as any body: But I never 
had the leaſt diſhonourable Thought of her; never ſaw 
2ny thing bare of her, above her Knee: An inviolable 
Friendſhip I muſt own for her; I love her mightily. 

Gay. 1 thought there was ſomething in't. 

| Sir Ric. 
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Sir Ruff. Ay, ay, no doubt on't. But we ſhall loſe our 


Dinner. 
Ld. Mal. Nay. I wou'd not loſe my Dinner for more 
than I'll ſpeak of, at this time: My Wife is very 
at her Meal: If I chance to loſe a Meal, ſhe fays, I an't 
my own Man again in a Week after. 
Sir Ruff. Nor your Wife's neither, m Lord; come, let's 
be gone. [Exeunt Ld. Mal. and Sir Ruff. 
Gay. Tis almoſt One: Granger ſaid he wou'd be here. 
Garn That Friend of yours, is a pleaſant, ſnarling Fel- 
low, and a good Companion: *Tis pity he's ſo very 


peeviſh. 12 

Gay. He has a thouſand good Qualities, but they have 
all a tang of his teſty Humour, that ſhows it ſelf in all he 
ſays and does; like a drop of Oil left in a Flask of Wine, 


in every Glaſs you raſte it. 
Garn. Here the Gentleman comes to anſwer for him+ 


ſelf. | 
Granger enters with a Footman. | 

Foot. Sir, my Lord commanded me to tell you Company 
dines with him, and he deſires you'd pleaſe to be there, 

Gran. Well, well. [Exit Footman.] Zounds! a Man 
had as good be ty'd to a Stake, and baited like Tom Dove 
on Eaſter Monday, as be the neceſſary Appurtenance ot a 
great Man's Table; they make me as much their own, | 
as if I were part of their Side-board. 

Garn. What's the matter, Mr. Granger, 

Gay. Why in ſuch a Paſſion ? | 

Gran. Paition! why they uſe me as if I had none a- 
bour me. They won't let me be my own Man twenty 
four Hours rogether. 6 

Garn. Thac's hard indeed; but pray who does encroach 
upon your Liberty? 

Gran. Who? why who fhou'd dare; but they who 
may do any thing: Here's the new Favourite tummons_ 
me to Dine with him. He ſends me word there will be 
Company; aud, I ſupy«{@, deſigus to ſerve me up, as 
part of tic Entertainment, 

Gay Noe wou'd many an Honeſt Fellow be 
of this luyitation, and thiuk his Fortune made by it. 

5 * Grate 
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Gyan, Why, I have known many an Honeſt Fellow 
proud of the Pox; but my Ambition does not lye that 
way, uor my Inclination at preſent; but thither I muſt 
go, tho I was engag d to my Lord Lofty. 

Garn. Will he admit of no Excuſe? 

Gran. No, plague on it, his Meſſages are like Sub- 
pzna's : I may ſtay away, if I think fit; but I ſhall pay a 
Twinging Fine for my Contempt. 

Gay. Tis not a Month fince he was in your Favour, 
and Lofty cou'd not get a good Word from you. 

Gran. And tis not yet a Fortnight ſince he vras mean 
enough to accept of an Employment, and Lofty had the 
Soul to part with three. 

Gay. Sure, Granger, thou loveſt a nodding Wall, that will 
bury thee in its Ruins, tho' it never gave thee ſhelter 
while it ſtood: As no one was the better for Lofty's Great- 
neſs, methinks it ſhou'd* be difficult to be concern'd for 
his Diſgrace; I'm ſure I'll condole with no Man that 
wou'd never give me cauſe to rejoice with him, 

Gran. He mended every Day. 

Gay. No faith; he kept up his Character to the laſt, 
and had his Politicks and Honeſty been put into the Scale, 

the Ballance had been even. 

Gran. This is un 

Gay. Tis what you have ſaid of him within this 
Month, and till the Man's the ſame. 

Gran. If you muſt rail, let the new Favourite be the 
Subject. 

Gay. Why, what's his Fault? 

Gran. Why, he's a Favourite; that will make Faults, 
if it find none. 

Gay. You may _—_—_— Man from the Favourite; 
he's ne'er the worſe for having it in his Power to do- 
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may do you with it: For my part 'tis a Hell to 
me, and Jill keep out on't as long as I can----- 
Enter Captain Drydrubb. 
| Capt. Do'ſt talk of Hell, old Boy? there's a Parſon in 
1 the bottom on't I believe: For there's no Hel}, no Pur- 
3 tory, no Devil, but of the Clergy's providing. What, 
4 | Tow aſt married ſome old libidinous Gentlewoman ?----- 


| Gran. Not I, indeed, Sir; I have Occaſion ſufficient 
, do be out of Humour, without having a Wife, young or 
old, to provoke me: You mult gueſs again. 

„„ Capt. Not 1, Sir, 1 ſhan't gueſs again; you may have 
e it for the keeping, if you won't tell us what's the mat- 
| ter with you: But you ſay you're a Whore-Maſter? 

I Gran. Not J, Sir. 
P | Capt. Not you, Sir, why, may be then you are not fo 

"** honeſt a Man; but if you are not a married Man, you 
3 muſt be a Whoremaſter; and why you ſhou'd be out of 
i Humour, who carry all the Women before you, I can't 

tell : Cuckoldy Husbands indeed, that come after you, 


have ſomething to provoke 'em : Grant us Patience, I U 


5 Why how now, Captain? 

Cap. Why how now! ha! are you there, Sir? Can't all 
the Town ſuffice you, Sir? But you muſt be running af. 
ter my Domeſtick, ferriting in my Borough? 

Gay. I, Captain? 

* _ Caper. Yes, you, no Captain: For all your cunning, 1 
; have found out your Haunt, your Meeting- place: Will no 
leſs a Bawd than Mrs. Wiſpwel! ſerve your Turn? But I 
ſee the Ambition of the Boy; by Pompey, I ſmoke you: 

| Why, what an impudent Fellow are you to think of ma- 
i king a Cuckold of a Captain? Did you ever hear of a 
J Captain that was a Cuckold, Sir? "Twas in the Parlia- 
ment Army if you did, that I can tell you. A Parlia- 
ment Captain might be a Cuckold indeed; but twas be- 
cauſe he had not the King's Commiſſion to protect his 
Wife then. 
Gran. There were ſome Cuckolds in that Army, I be- 
tieve, who made uſe ot their Horns to toſs the Cavaliers 
out of the Kingdom. FR 
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Capt. But I was always on the King's Side------ 
Gran. Beaten ? | 
Capt. Beaten! ay, ſometimes beaten, Sir: Tis no ſuch 


wonder for a Captain to be beaten, I hope: But I'll not be 


a Cuckold, Sir, not be beaten by a Diſtaff a Wife: Have 
I brought my Honour from Edghill, both the Newbury s, 
and Marſton- Moor, nay, and from Worceſter too, to loſe it 
in an Indian Houſe? Then Fortune is my Foe. 

Gay. Faith, Captain, your Honour's ſafe for me: But I 
cou'd tell you 

Capt. What can you tell me, Sir? I know enough al- 
ready; and more than care to know. 

Gay. Why, I cou'd tell you who attempts your Ho- 
nour, if you had Temper to hear me | 

Capt. Temper to hear you! why I'm as temperate a 
Tom-titt; as mild as May: Prithee tell me, good Boy, 
Who? 

5 Garn. Nay, now you're engag'd in Honour to tell 

m. 

Gay. I am loath to make a Diviſion among Friends, 
but I muſt acquit my ſelf; and truly I have obſerv d ſome 
Winks, and paſſing Familiarities, between Lord Malepert 
and your Wife. 

Capt. Nay, I thought there was go Good towards, in 
his coming ſo often to the Houſe: But does that ſnivel- 
ling Pea-Chick think to make a Cuckold of me, who 
have ſeen all the Service of Chriſtendom, from the meet- 
ing the Scorch Army at Coldſiream, to the merry meeting 
at Hounſlow-Heath ? | | 

Gay. Nay, I have ſeen Mrs. #iſhwell carry Whiſpers be- 
tween 'em 

Capt. I'll demoliſh, by Powpey, III break her Windows, 
and turn over my old Punk to the Seſſions, to anſwer: 
the Battery: But for that beardleſs, ſhambling, whey- 
fac'd—— They are to raffle at our Houſe this Afternoon: 
This is Wiſhwel/'s Deſign to bring em together; but L 


hall part them with a Clap of Thunder, by Pompey. 


Gran. Well faid, old Baskethilr. 
Capt. Yes, faith, I'll ſwinge em: I remember your 
Dammce- Boys, your Swaſhss, your Tuquoques, and 
Jour 
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our Titire-Tues: Have us'd the Fleece, and Speering's: 

hrown Clunch at a whole Table, where half of em 
wore Velyet-Patches: Had drank my Tun of Brandy, be- 
fore this puleing Puppy's Father taſted Milk. I'll ranſack 
em, by Pompey. 

Garn. Can we aſſiſt you, Captain? 

Capt. Not that I care what any Man can do with the 
old jade: But I won't be a Cuckold in my old Age, Gen- 
_ 1 won't be a Cuckold: I can e a Thruſt til 
—ſa—ſa- 

Gay. All Vigour to the Stump! 

Capt. And, by Pompey, they ſhall find I am. 

Gay. Will you dine with us, Captain? 

Capt. Dine with you! you maſt lend me a Guinea 
then, one little Guinea; or I muſt go home to the old 
ear and compound for a Cuckoldom, by ſtaying a- 

road as long as ſhe pleaſes, | 

Gay. Here's that ſhall prevent it. [Gives him a Guinea. 

Capt. God-a-Mercy, Boy! by Pompey, now the Day's 
again our own: We'll go, and cherith our ſelves with a 
good Dinner, ſome Wine, and much Nants, 

And then reſolv'd for War, we'll boldly try, 

Who beats up my Wife's Quarters, he, or I. [ Rxeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


SCENE Lady Suſan's Lodgings. 


Enter Lady Suſan, Maria, and Lord Malepert. 

T. Su. O ME, dear Maria | 
Mar. Your Ladyſhip's Lodgings are ſo neat { 
Ld. Mal. Siam and I fancy'd all the Furniture: We ran 
_ þ Shops three Days together: I love running about 
mightily. ; 
L. Su, True, Nephew, you paid Coach-hire; but I yow, 

Maria, twas every bit of it my own Fancy. 
Mar. Tis very well fancy d: And every thing in ſuch 

Order! Sk | 

L. S 
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L. Su. O law! you know tis my Day; and then Mr. 
| coy and the reſt of em will — be here. 
Mal. Granger's a Wit: He and ] are very great; and 

I love a Wit mightily. 

Mar. Well, Madam, you're oblig'd to Mr. Granger. 

T. Su. O Jeſu! but, dear Maria, tell me, when, where, 
and how; I long to know. 

Mar. Laſt Night at my Lady Malepert's. 

Ld. Mal. Yes, I vow, and my Wife frump'd all the- 
while, and did not ſay one word. 

L. Su. Well, go on, dear Child, I'm impatient —— 

Mar. He ſaid you were the only Lady in Town that 
underſtood Behaviour and good Breeding. 

TL. Su. O law! and did he? 

Ld. Mal. Yes, I vow, our Family was always remarka- 


ble for good Breeding. 
L. Su. Dear Nephew, don't interrupt her: Well, dear 


Child — i 
Mar. He ſaid Experience had ripen'd you to Woman 
Ld. Mal. Yes, I vow, my Aunt was five and forty laſt 
Lammas. 
Z. Su. Nay, Nephew, know when to hold your 
Tongue: Come, Maria —— | 
Mar. But that of all things, he deſpis d thoſe unfledg'd 
Creatures, the Town calls Beauties, a Company of unex- 
trienc d Girls, without the knowledge of Converſation, 


in which your Ladyſhip excell'd. | 
Ld. Mal, Nay, my Aunt can talk as much as the beſt 


of us. | 
T. Su. O Crimine! this was ſtrangely obliging. 
Mar. Then he ſaid you had the ones Page; and he 
was always dreſt ſo prettily —— 
L. Su. Poor dear Fano! and did he like the Child? He 
ſhall ſee him in his Night-Gown. 
Ld. Mal. But you forget, Maria, he ſaid happy the Man 
that were in that Child's place; and figh'd o filly — 
Mar. Then looking ſcornfully at all the Ladies 
Ld. Mal. Yes, and upon my Wife too; I aſſure you, 
the took it bloody ill of him, 


Mar, 
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Mar. He ſwore no Lady had Charms like yours, nor 
ſet em off ſo well 

L. Su. He has not ſeen me in my new Mantoa yet. 

Mar. Then ray'd on your Complexion; and for your 
Eye-Brows — | 

L. Su. O law! I he knows _—_ of them. 

Mar. They were the Strings of Cupid's Bow; your 
Eyes the only Arrows. 

L. Su. And did he ſay all this? 

Mar. Yes, and laugh'd at you. 222 
1 bo Mal. Yes, I vow, did he, and really twas very 
ooliſh —— 

Mar. To ſee how out of Countenance we were to 


hear it. 
Enter Jano. 

Zano, Madam, Mr. Granger and Mr. Gayman are co- 

ming up. 
Mal Lord! what ſhall I do? 

Mar. What! afraid to be ſeen with your Aunt? 

Ld. Mal. No, I vow now; I an't afraid: But I wou'd 
not have my Wife know it for the World tho”. 

L. Sw. Well, Nephew, go into my Cloſet: There's 
Quarles upon the Japan Table for you. 

Ld. Mal. What the Book with Pictures! nay then, tis 
well enough; Pl! go in, divert my ſelf. Exit. 

L. Su. Divert himſelf! ou did you eyer hear ſuch 
an unſeemly Expreſſion before Ladies? 

Mar. Unſeemly, Madam 

L. Su. O law! Child: But, dear Maria, pull down my 
Mantoa; they re juſt a coming. | 

Enter Granger and Gayman. 
L. Su. Mr. Granger, Mr. Gayman, your humble Ser- 


vant. | 

Gay. 1 never ſaw any thing ſo pretty as your Lady- 
ſhip's Sconces. 

L. Su. You're ſo obliging: And how do you like 
em, Mr. Granger! IP 

Gran. As they are your Ladyfhip's I muſt admire em. 

L. Su. They were made in France, I aſſure you, by 


Madam“ own Workman Child, bid my Woman ſet 


Chairs —— Lu. Judy ſets Chairs, 
| Gran, 
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Gran. Wou'd we might have her Company, inſtead of 
the Ladies. ="® PEO 
Gay. Your Ladyſhip's Woman's v retty. 
L. . And has World of Wit, | allite ; + 
Gran. There's no body ſo much ſet off by a handſom 
Woman, as your Ladyſhip. 
L. Su. O law! that's particular—— [ 4/ide.] But, Mr, 
Granger, do you think her pretty ? 
Gran. By reflection from your Ladyſhip. | 
L. Su. Still particular [4ſide.] Mr. Granger, ſhall I 
beg a word with you? {They all riſe ] Tis Buſineſs; I 
hope the Company will pardon me. | 
Gay. What an affected doating Fool's this? How can 
you bear her? 
Mar. I muſt be civil to her for the ſake of her Re- 
lations. 
Gay. You'll be at Siam's about five, 
Mar. Il not = 
Gay. Vil ask for you ide. 
Never to by forgiv'n—— [To G * 
laughing.) But, Mr. Gayman, have you ſeen the Stuffs at 
Siam's? There are three or four the {ſweeteſt Pieces: 
bought the Red and Silver for a Night-Gown. 
Gay. Twill certainly become your Ladyſhip. 
Gran. Pinks and Lillies: exactly her Completion. 
L. Su. O law ! Sir! well, I wonder Trickits is not come 
yet; | have not ſeen her almolt theſe two Hours: But, 
Jeſu! there's a Coach ſtopt; J hope tis hers. 
Fano. 'Tis my Lady ITrickitt's; ſhe's juſt landed. 
L. Su. Landed! pray mind, Mr. Granger, how prettil 
he expreſſes it; — ſhe's landed. . F 
Gran. Proper, and apt indeed, were it out of a Kennel. 
IL. Trickitt aloud from the bottom of the Stairs, 
anſwer d by Lady Sulan, Trickitt enters, 
L. Tris, Su-—— 
L. Su. Trickitt — Dear, dear Creature! 
L. Tric. Dear, dear Suky! 0 
Gay. How the Monkies cling together! | 
L. Su. Well, Trickitt, this was barbarouſly done, I yow 
ard {wear now, neither to ice me, nor let me hear 2 
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thee in two whole Hours: As I hope to breathe now, I 
was juſt going to write thee a ſcolding Letter. 

L. Trice, Nothing but Buſineſs, and my Lord's Com- 
mands could have prevented me. 

p Enter Garniſh. 

TL. Su. Mr. Gamiſh, your Servant, 

L. Tric. O, Mr. Garniſh! you can tell us: Does Sir 
Symphony bold forth to Night ? | 

Garn. He'll tell you himſelf immediately, Madam: I 
met him at the end of the Street; and he told me, he 
had but five Viſits to make in his way hither, and wou'd 
be with you in an inſtant. 

L. Su. Well, I vow, tis a civil Gentleman. ; 

Gran. You ſpeak of him with ſome Concern, Madam. 

L. Su Who, I, Sir? No I vow, a filthy unmannerly 
Fellow, and if he had not the Fiddles, now and then, 
wou'd be good for nothing. I abhor him, I vow I do: 
O law! what had I like to ha' done? [A/ide. 

Gran. Your Ladyſhip and Lady Trickitt deſign to be at 
his Muſick, 1 hope, notwithſtanding this Averſion? 

L. Su. What! on my Day? Jeſu! Mr. Granger, what do 
you take me for? Yet I love Muſick to an extravagance, 
I vow now; but the World, Mr. Granger, what wou'd the 
World ſay? 

Gran. You're aboye their Cenſure, Madam : The re- 
ceiv'd Opinion of your good Breeding will juſtific you 
Ladyſhip in any thing. | 

L. Su. Jeſu! Trickitt, how Mr. Granger miſtakes the 
Matter? 'tis not that I fear to commit an Error in good 
Breeding, not I, I aſſure you; but if I ſhou'd be ſo light, 
to go to publick Places, when all the World is ſenſible 
tis my Day, they muſt needs think twere an Aſſignati- 
on; and that for a Lady of my Quality —— 

Enter Sir Sympony. 

Sir Sym. Ladies, your moſt obeyſant Servant: I'm come 
to you with an Invitation from the Muſes; all the World 
have promis'd me the Honour of their Company; and 
* —4 retus'd your Lady ſhips, I ſhall think my Houle 
o rude. 


L. Sth 
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L. Su. You can have no Company of mine to Night, 
Sir——1 muſt uſe him ſcurvily before Mr. Granger, elſe 
he may be jealous; and I would not have 'em quarrel 
here for the World, Aſide. 
* Cruel Creature! But is there no hopes, Ma- 

? 

L. Su. Nay, Sir, be quiet; Lord, can't you let a 
= alone Pray —— — to do with . Hopes 
R 5 Mr. Granger, this Fellow is a forward imperti- 
nent Fop, ſo he is. | 

Gran. I hope, Madam, his Forwardneſs does not pro- 
ceed from any Encouragement you have given him? 

L. Su. Jeſu! Sir, I give a Man Encouragement! 
Gran. I only ſpeak my Fears, Madam. 

I. Su. You're ſo obliging, Sir — [To Granger. 
Well, this is paſt diſpute. [To her ſelf. 
Gay. What haye you there, Sir Symphony ? 

[Looking on his Table-Book. 

Sir Sym. Why, this is a Catalogue of the Ladies I viſit, 
Ogle, and ſay ſoft Things to: Seven and fifty, Widows, 
Wives, and Maids: And if I don't ſucceed with ſome of 
em; I have been a civil Perſon to little purpoſe. 


Il follow you immediately —— [To Maria. 
Mar. I'll take my time—— [Goes off. 
Enter jano. 


Fan. Madam, Mrs. Prattle has ſent her Servant, to de- 
fire your Ladyſhip to carry her to the Park to Morrows 
Night. | 


L. Su. How prettily the Child delivers his Meſſage ? 


[Kiſſes him.] Pray kiſs him, Mr. Granger, he has the ſweet- 
eſt Breath; this will give an opportunity to take off my 
Kiſs. ¶Aſide.] You are mightily oblig d to Mr. Granger, 
Child, you ſhould make him a Viſit now and then; but, 
Child, preſent my Service to her, and beg her to Pardon, 
or rather pity my Misfortune: For I han't one Day free 
*till Tueſday Sennight; and then, if ſhe pleaſes, ſhe may 
Command me —— But hold, Child -— tell her, Trickize 
and I intend to go to Shops, and ſee Sights, all Day long 
on Monday, not one ſhall ſcape us, from the Fat Girl in 


St. Martin's-Lane, (where we intend to begin at Nine ex- 


actly) 


egen 
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4 actly) to the Embroidered Prince of Gilolo. If ſhe's for a 
, Frolick; Child, we ſhall be glad of her Company. Ex. Jano. 
ide, © This is a good Hint for Mr. Granger, we ſhall be ſure of 
Ma. him-—- Well, don't you think Prattle has a world of 
Wit? 0 
ta Sir Sym. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady, and one 
ess P. Su. I did not ask your Opinion, Sir. 
Sir Sym. I find I am unfortunate to Day, and will walk 
off with my Diſgrace, in hopes of better Times 


ro- | [ Exit, 

L. Su. But your Opinion, Gentlemen, you are Judges. 
Gay. She ſays a great deal, Madam 

I. Sa. And very well too, I vow, and ſwear now; but 

er, © What fay you, Mr. Granger! 

elf. Gran. Faith, I think ſhe's all Talk, and no Company. 
= - Su. O law! why ſhe plays at little Games to a mi- 
= racle. 

- Gran. The blind Horſe is fitteſt for the Mill. 

ws, Saru. She's a Lady of great Acquaintance. 

of * Gran. Nay, ſhe's the univerſal Crony of the Sex: Not 


a Female from thirteen to five and thirty, can be a Week 
Z in. Town, without a Viſit from her, which makes her 
very convenient to her Male Relations. 

L. Su. O law! Mr. Granger! I vow I believe her as 
Virtuous as my ſelf ;- but then ſhe Sings, and Plays upon 
the Virginals ſo ſweetly, and dances Country Dances. 

Gran, Nay, doubtleſs ſhe has all her Motions to a mi- 
racle; and for Joan Saunderſon —— 

L. Su. O law! Mr. Granger, you're ſo ſtrangely S'teri- 
cal: I belieye you laugh at us al behind our Backs. 

. Fools I laugh at to their Faces: But ſuch as your 
| L Su. © Jeſu! Mr. Granger. 

| 8.5 Beauty, and good Breeding, Madam, com- 
I. Su. Well, he's ſtrangely obliging—— What, leaving 


itt 

us already, Mr. Gayman? 
15 = Gay. BuſineG calls me from my Pleaſure, Madam. {Ex. 
„Ceran. I'm ure there's ſomething in't—— 


[Obſerving Trickitt and Garn. 
L. Su. 


2e — 
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L. Su. Mr. Granger, you are Mellancholly o'th' ſud- 
den, are you not Well? will you have ſome of my Milk- 3 


water? 
Gran. My Fever's in the Spirits, Madam. 
L. Tric. 8 

obſerve a Change, Sir. 


L. Su. TIl lay my Life, he's in Love, Child. [Aſide. * 


L. Tric. J hope he is, to be reveng'd of him, 

L. Su. Well, is it ſo, Mr. Granger? 

Gran. In Company, like this, tis difficult to live with- 
out a Paſſion — [Applying it to Trickitt. 

L. Su. Well, this is a plain Declaration. We muſt not 
force him to a Confeſſion; twill preſs his Modeſty too 


far, I vow nov. [Laughs, 
Garn. The Confeſſion's but too plain; tho' the mi- 

takes it. Aſide. 
L. Tric. Why ſo ſullen, Sir? =o 
Garn. Have I not Cauſe? * 


L. Tric. You miſtake it, but I ſhall find a time. 


[Leaving him, 
Garn. I ſhall find it for you. 
L. Suſan and Trickitt whiſper, 
Gran, We interrupt the Ladies. Let's take the Hint, 
and leave em [They go out. 
L. Su. O law! Gentlemen, I a thouſand Pardons--- 
What gone! well, I'm ſo glad I have thee to my ſelf: 
Child, if Company comes, I have the Head-ach, and am 
laid down —— [Exit Page, and returns.] I have a Secret 
of prodigious Importance to tell thee; well, tis ſome 
Mens Misfortune to judge amiſs: But what if Granger 
Mhou'd be in Love? 
L. Tric. Wou'd that be an Error in his Judgment? 
L. Su. O law! you take me wrong: But what if he 


' ſhou'd love a Friend of yours? Well, Ill keep thee no 


longer in ſuſpenſe ; he has a good Eſtate, beſides his Place, 
and I'm contident you wou'd not be againſt it, 
TL. Tric. What! a good Eſtate ? 
L. Su. © crimine! I ſee I muft be plain with thee : But 
did not you obſerye how civil he was to me? 
L. Tric. Twas his good Breeding. | 
C. Su. 


ay, there's ſomething extraordinary; we all 


— a a vac e 
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TL. Su. But from a Man, that's thought moroſe ——- 
L. Tric. *Tis a ſign of a clear Sky; no Clouds to raiſe 


| the Spleen. 


FI * 5 


L. Su. In ſhort he loves me, and has cen as 25 
told me ſo: And I vow and ſwear I deſign to let him 
know his Paſſion is not unſucceſsful: I have a Plot upon 
him: My pretty little Fano ſhall viſit him, as of himlelf, 
the Child ſhall give him my Song, and tell him, all the 
Servants ſay, he's in Love with me, and that you know 
will force a Declaration. 

L. Tric. No doubt, Child. 

L. Su. Well, we ſhall fo laugh: And then you come to 


viſit my Lady S»ſan Granger — and then I return thy 
= viſit, and your Servant tells you, my Lady Suſan Gran- 


kb 
, 
- 


ger's Page has ſent up word, his Lady's juſt a landing 


trom her Chair——and then fay, your Ladyſhip's, my 
Dear, is the pretty'ſt Equipage in Town——and then 1 
=> ay —— well I ſhall be 10 happy: For Mr. Granger re- 


. 2 - ids. þ 2 <7 
r 77 | 


ſolves to eat in Plate. 


L. Tric. Has he told you ſo ? 9 

T. Su. Jeſu! no; but then he laughs at all the Fools; 
and will bring me home the Lampoons: But I muſt - 
inſtru the Child; come hither 740; prithee, my Dear, 
pardon me a little. 

L. Tric. That my very good Friend ſhou'd be fo blind! 
ſhe'll be ſomething long in her Inſtructions; I'll into the 
Cloſet----how ! Suky! [ Looks in, and ſtarts.] A Man aſleep 
in thy Cloſet? [Page goes out. 

L. Su. O law! I vow and ſwear now, tis my Ne- 
eee. was here before the Company came, and you 

now ſince our Quarrel, his Wife won't give him leave 
to come to me. Well, I wonder at her irregular Fancy in 
Love, and Friendſhip: How can ſhe endure an antiquated 
Lofiy, while there's a youthful Gayman to be had? Or 
make a Confidence with ſuch a Creature as Wiſhwell, that's 
paſt the taſte of a Partie quarre? | | 

L. Tric. Why my Lord, Lord Mens | 

Enter my Lord frighted, and rubbing his Eyes. 


Ld. Mal. O law! Aunt! what's the Matter? Why did 
you leave the Door unlock d? I'm ſure I made the Back 


— 
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Door ſo faſt, that Mrs. Judy cou d not in, for all ſhe 
had the Key: And I thought you had old enough, 
to look to your Fore-door your ſelf. Pl {wear, if I had 


thought you wou'd ſerve me ſo, I wou'd ha' gone down * 


the Back-Stairs, let the Footmen have ſaid what they 


pleaſe, ſo I wou'd. But, good Madam, not a word of 


ſeeing me here. 
L. Tric. Well, truſt you to my Diſcretion. 


Ld. Mal. Nay, as for your Diſcretion, Madam, I know 1 


ou: You have Diſcretion enough to win all our Mony, 
in take your word for any thing but an Alpieu. 
| i [Exit Lord. 

L. Tric. Well, dear Suky, adieu-—- nay no Ceremony---- 

TL. Su. O Jeſt! can you be my Friend, and I 
fhou'd be ſo unbred—— 

o& Tric. You diſoblige me eternally, if you ſtir a Step 
ther. 

L. Su. To obey you, my dear [L. Trickitt goes aut. 
Well for all tis my Day, Judy and I will go maſqued to 
Sir Symphony's-----Trickitt, Trickitt-----Gads me, 1 have for- 
pot half my Buſineſs with her- muſt go in, and write 
a Letter, before the Child comes back---- [Exit, 


SCENE Charges 10 Granger's Lodging. 


Enter Granger and Garniſh. 
Garn. This is but an ill Return, Mr. Granger, for ſhe's 


a great Admirer of yours. 


Gran. Pox on her, ſhe's ſo obliging; and takes ſuch 0 


Pains to inform me of what I don't care to know. 

Garn. She calls you her dull Amintor, and ſays, for a 
well-bred Perſon, you are certainly the moſt modeſt 
Creature breathing: She knows you're in Love with her, 
and has given you a thouſand Opportunities to declare 
your Paſſion, which your reſpe&ful Baſhfulneſs has till 
prevented you from laying hold of. 


Gran. From laying hold of! I am for laying hold of 


nothing ſhe has t her, unleſs it be pretty Mrs. Judy: 
No, no, ſhe ſpeaks too plain to be underſtood : She ma 

be in earneſt, upon this Subject, to her ſelf; but ſhe will 
t always 


. 
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always be a Jeſt to me. Not but I ſhall put her to the 
right Uſe. 


Garn. Not- the Uſe you think of, if I can help it. 


| [ Aſide. 
Gran, What's the Buſineſs? 
Enter Servant. | 
Serv. Sir, my Lady Suſan Malepert's little Page is be- 
low, and ſays he comes to make your Honour a Viſit. 
Gran. Bring him up: Does ſhe ſend her Embaſſador 
already ? She has ſcarce had time to draw up his Creden- 
tials: Prithee ſtep into my Dreſling-room, while I give 
Audience: [Garniſh goes in. 
Enter Page. 
My little Ganymede! thou'rt welcome; this was kindly 
done 


Fane. But if you ſhou'd tell my Lady, ſhe'd never for- 
give me. , 
Gran. How do you know, Child? 
Fano. She told me fo; for ſhe knows nothing of my 
coming. 
Gran. Indeed Child? 
Fano. No indeed now : Nay, and if you ſhou'd tell her, 
I ſay ſhe talks kindly of you; ſhe'd kill me, ſo ſhe wou'd. 
Gran. No ſure, Child, ſhe cou'd not have the Heart. 
Fano. Yes indeed, ſhe bad me fay ſo: And then I muſt 
not give you this Song, unleſs you promiſe to giye't me 
again; for ſhe ſaid a fine Lady of Quality writ it, upon a 
very good Friend of yours. 
Gran. But I may take a Copy? 
Fano. She {aid nothing of that, I believe you may. 
Gran. When will Lady Trickitt be with your Lady, 
Child? [Granger writes and talks. 
Fano. She's with her two or three times every Day: 
And then the Servants ſay your Honour loves my Lady, 
and intend to marry her, and be our Maſter. 
Gran. That were too yur an Honour for me, Child: 


Does not Lady Trickizt for thee ſometimes to ſing 
to her? 


Fane. I go there by and by: But my Lady will be fo 
impatient to know 9 29 Honour ſays; for indeed 
of 


The docs not know a my being here, 
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Gran. That's a good Child: But thy Lady's a fine a0 , 
compliſh'd Lady; I dare not preſume to think of her. 
But here's the Song again; my Friend ſhall write an An- 
ſwer. 


Fano. And ſhall I tell my Lady fo from your Ho- 


nour? | 
Gran. She knows nothing of the Matter, Child: But 


here's a Guinea to buy Cherries, and be ſure you call on 
my Lady Trickitt, in your way home, and give her this: 
And if you bring me an Anſwer, I have another Guinea 
in my Pocket tor you: So, that's my good Child, thy 
Lady will want thee. | Exit Page. 

Garn. Well. Sir, what News from the Lady? I 

Gran. Nothing extraordinary; ſhe has play'd the Fool, 
and writ a Song, as moſt 41 do, that are in love: 
Pray read it, tis all her own, I aſſure you. 


SONG. 


Rithee, my Dear, do not be ſo peeviſh 
To her, that takes thy Part: 
Altho' thy Eyes, and thy Tongue ſo theeviſh, 
Have fiole away her Heart. 


For know my Dear, it is I that love thee, 
Moſt paſſionately : | 

And if theu't do as it doth hchove thee, 
TA thank thee heartily. 


Then, prithee Dear, let me know the Morning, 
When thou and 1 ſhall Wed: 
For I, by that, ſhall gueſs the Evening 
hen we ſhall go to Bed. 
Garn. Terder and Paſſionate! a very juſt Concluſion f 
Gran. Shall we look into the Play ? DF OR 
Garn. ll wait on you Till I know the Succeſs of 


; SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Siam's Houſe. Captain Drydrubb 
playing on his Cittern, Singing 


Once I lay with another Man's Wife, 
And I lay in a great deal of danger: 
But now I have gotten a Wife of my mn 


And ſo I have, by Pompey; and here muſt I, to get a ſo- 
litary Guinea, now and then, to keep up Loyalty, with 
a Cup of Cordial Nazts, be forc'd to ſee a Parcel of 


Ague-fac'd Puppies come ing and pruning after m 
damn'd Jade: Pox on her, — ſhe {ell off all ber foolifh 
Trum at once, and ſet up an honeſt ſociable Cellar, 


| | where a Gang of generous, old, crimſon-gill'd, grumbling 


Cavaliers, may take a Pipe and a Quartern, my Ho- 
nour never to be concern d? 


| [Siam comes forward. 
Siam. Nay, prithee, good Captain, the Company will 


f be here in a wink, as a Body may ſay: Can't you go take 


2 civil Walk in our Fields, and leave me to carry on my 
Occupation ? 

Capt. Occupation, with a Pox to you! what, muſt I 
be turn'd out from under my own Roof, to make room 
for a Company of ſtrutting cocking Coxcombs? To help 
to carry on your Occupation! Ounds! I'll not ſtir a Foot > 
I'll ſee who dares command, where I am Maſter, I will, 
by Pompey. | 

Siam. But pray conſider, Captain | 

Capt. That's good, I gad, talk of Conſideration to 2 
Captain: Why doſt not thou know that I have been un. 
done for three Kings, without any Conſideration? Why 1 
han't one ſingle Teſter left to purchaſe a civil Quartern: 
And how ſhould 1 conſider, with a Pox to you? | 

Siam. Conſider this then, Captain 

"0 - [Gives him a Guinea. 

Capt. Ay, this is Senſe now; this I can conſider: And 

pros Dolly, do thou conſider too; for Honour, thou 

ow'ſt, is the neareſt and deareſt thing to a Soldier: So 

* ry thy {elf like ** of my Boſom: For, look 
.OL, II. ON 
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thee, Child, tis not any concern for thy Carcafs that 
makes me ſpeak —— 

Siam. Thank you, good Captain. 

Capt. No, by Pompey, tis my Honour; and look tot, 

ou had beſt, for l may return mot rouzie-bouzie, and 
if I find you have injur'd me, I fwinge you all, by Her- 
cules. Exit. 

Siam. So get thee gone — Betty, is the China carry d 
to my Lady Trickitt's? 

Dieriy. The Fellow's come back, Madam. 

Siam. Has be brought the Mony? 

Bey. No, ſhe bid him call next Week. | 
Siam. Gods — had not the promis d me ready | 
Mony. I had never —— with my Goods: Well, there's 
no Faith i in theſe u _ t Ladies: Now muſt 1 make 
forty jaunts to t'ot o'ch' Town, and then I ſhall 


be — in crack't Money; and pay Poundage into the 


— She ſaid you were oblip'd to her for the Cuſtom 
of the Court, and owed her a good Turn. 
Siam. And ſhe thinks to put me off with the Court- 
Cuſtom; that's good, i'faith; and I muſt afford her my 
Ware for nothing : Where's the Heart fet with Diamonds 
IT mift this Mornin 
Betty. We have Nach high and low, but to no pur- 
ſe. 
— Then I ſuſpect my Lady Smker took it. 
Betty. Suſpect! why, ſhe's famous tor it all the Town 
over. 
Siam. Nay, that may very well be: For, to my know- 
ledge, greater Ladies bave been taken in the manner: But 
Te cant t carry it off ſo. 
Enter Lady Malepert and Wiſhwell, 
I did not expect your Ladyſhip this halt Hour: Betty, ſer 
on the Tea-Water. I Exit Betty. 
Mb. We had a mind to chat by our ſelves; prithee 
Nu che Door, that we may be private. 
[Stam goes our, the Scene fhuts upon her. 
L. Mal. I ſwear I'm in mortal Apprehenſions: My 
Lord Lofty has my Secret, and I know him capable of 
wa thing, to be reveng d of me. Wiſh. 
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« Wiſh. What can he do? he's diſgrac d at Court: And i 
he rails now, no body will believe him. 

L. Mal. Ay, but he knows —— 

Wiſh. What does he know? He knows you're a Wo- 
man. 

L. Mal. Lord! you know where 1 heve a Mulberry 
ſpot — 

Wiſh. Is that all: He brib'd it from your Woman. 

L. Mal. Well, Tl do what I can to prevent his being 
believ d; carry it civilly to him, and ſpeak better of him 
than ever. 

Wiſh. So will the Town belieye you but an honeſt 
Jilt at worſt. 

L. Mal. But this Sir Ruff is ſuch a bluſtering half-witted 
Coxcomb! 

Wiſh. If he had leſs Wit, he were neer the worſe for 
us: But a thouſand Pound, my Dear! 

Enter Betty. 

Betty. My Miſtreſs bid me tell your Ladyſhip; 
man's within, and has made up the number o ＋ Rafe. 

L. Mal. We're a little buſie yet, but ſhall be glad of his 
Company [Exit Betty, 

Wiſh. She's not diſpleas d at his being here — This 
Gayman is not for our Turn, Child; he's an Obſerver; be- 
ſides, tho' he loves his Pleaſure, he ſwears he won't pay 
for't, till paſt forty — Here's Maria. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. The Chair muſt wait —— 

L. Mal. Send away thy Chair, Child ; thou ſhalt go 
home with us: We have Baſſet this Evening. 

Betty to Maria.] Mar. I'll but pay it off, and return in 


a Moment. Lau. 
Wiſh. That's a Pretence: "Twas Gayman ſent for 

He has ſo great a Friendſhip for her, that, contrary to 

the Principles of a well-bred Man, he has ventur d to give 

her good Advice, and, I believe, warn'd her of our Come 


pany. 
L. Mal. I tax'd her of it, but ſhe deny'd it. 
Wiſh. She's diſcreet, and has but one Weakneſs, immo- 
derate love of Play —— 


Cz Z. Mal. 
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Z. Mal. And love of me: I can make her do any 

19 — 

Wiſh. But one, my Dear: She's Virtuous. 

L. Mal. For that I keep her Company —— 

Wiſh. And for her Mony: For, to my knowledge, you 
have won above 600 1. of her at Comet. | 
L. Mal. Not ſo much at Comet; but more at all Games. 

| Enter Maria. 
Mar. The Company is all within, my Lord, Mr. Gay- 
man, and Sir Ruf they're but looking on ſome Stufts, 
if you're at leiſure —— 
Enter Lord Malepert, Gayman, and Sir Ruff. 

T. Mal. My Lord, ſhan't we have your Company? 
LA. Mal. Indeed, my Dear, I did but ſtay to chuſe 
ſome white Peeling for a pair of Breeches —— 

IL. Mal. Drawers. my. Lord, you mean. 

Ld. Mal. Jeſu! no; you know, I never wear Linings. 

L. Mal. Shall we Raffle? 


'Ld. Mal. 1 muſt drink ſome Tea firſt—— Siam, is the 


Tea ready? | 
Enter Siam. 


Siam. Tis juſt put in Good Lord! I wonder you'll 
go ſo, ſo like a Sloven: Here's a Periwig well comb'd; 
and a Cravar fits finely, to appear in Ladies Company. 
Ld. Mal. Very well, Mrs. Siam; but had not you Twins 
fix Months after you were marry'd? Tho? 
Siam. No, Limberham; nor will you get half a one, in 
fix Years after you are marry'd. 
Ld. Mal. I wonder, Ladies, any body will buy of Mrs. 
Siam. Mrs. Bantam's things are ten times better. 
Siam. Ten times dearer, and ten times worſe, I faith 
—— What! Lord Tattletale, you told her, I aid, ſhe was 
a Papiſt. | 
Ld. Mal. And ſhe ſaid you were an Atheiſt, and be- 
liev id in nothing but Scorch-Divinity. 
Siam. And what do you believe in? Nothing but a Fa- 
vourite, or Sir Fæminine, that old Woman in Man's 
Cloaths —— 
LA. Mal. He ſwears you're a Bawd, Mrs, Siam 
Siam. Not to him, nor his Neices, in good Faith. 


| 
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Ld. Mal. Why, why, pray? 
Siam. Why, 2 has no uſe for one; and they need 
none: Lord help your Head; come drink your Tea. 
Gay. Already in Council! 
[ir Ruff wich Wiſhwell and Lady Malepert. 
Sir Ruff. What Madam Wiſhwell has told your Lady- 
ſhip, you may depend upon: I am a Man of Honour, and 
your humble Servant, Madam. Te 
Wiſh. My Lady believes you, Sir Ruff: To Night at 
Twelve; you know the Garden-Door. 
Sir-Ruſf. My Happineſs is ſo amazing 
Wiſh. Contain your ſelf; We are obſerv'd, What! 
drinking Tea, my Lord? 
£4. Mal. Yes, if Siam wou'd give me a little Sugar; I 
love ſweer Things mightily. 
Siam. Yes, too much tor a Wit: There; tis Syrrup 
for you —— [Giving him Sugar. 
L. Mal. Prithee. 2 fill me o_ 72 bh 
Sr Ruff goes awkardly to a 
| a ſpills. — Lord's Diſh —— 8 | 
Ld. Mal. O law! he has ſcalded me to Death. 
Sir Ruff. Pough ! *rwas almoſt cold: And Tea, you 
know, never burns. - 
Ld. Mal. Jeſu! and what a pickle am I in! 
Siam. Here's a do with a —— of Water! come, let 
me rub you down, Tom-dingle | 
| | Enter Captain, 
| Cafe. Ounds! what's this? Kiſſing your Cockrill before 
my Face! by Pompey! who am I? Il pepper you, you 
and your uy Urchin too; I will, by Pompey, 
Ld. Mal. O law! Captain, but hear Ros: Now as I 
hope for marſſy, there was no harm. 
Cat. Ounds! that's a good one: No harm to kiss 
my Dolly? 
L. Mal. Nay, take my Word for't, Captaio, need 
not fear 4 am 2 . * | 
Capt. Why, look you, you may be as little concern'd 
= _ Puppy, as you pleaſe, Madam: But for my 
mn d 
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Siam. Nay, prithee, Numpee, don't diſturb the Comp a- 
ny; they were going to raffle. 
Capt. Yes, by Pompey, you were à raffling : I caught 
you at it, a raffling for my Honour, with a Pox to you. 
' Gay. No, faith, Captain, we ſhall raffle for a better 


Dung. ä 
Cat. Onnds! Sir, what's that you ſay? 
Gay. Why, I ſay, what we raffle for, is of threeſcore 


Pound yalue: Say nothing, and you go to twelye with 


me. 
Gap. Say'ſt thou fo, old Boy? Tis ſo like Speering's, 
that for once J am contented. 
L. Mal. Come then, ſhall we raffle ? 
Siam. Here's the Box, Ladies. 
[The Company about the Table, Maria throws. 
Mar. Two Cinques, and a Quater! 
Ld. Mal. That's Fifteen. 
Gay. Exactly, my Lord; Four and Ten. 
Ld. Mal. O law! no; Fourteen. 
Mar. And Thirteen, is Seyen and twenty, 
And Eighteen, | 
Ld. Mal. No, two Sixes, and an Ace. 
Mar. Well, that's Forty —— 
[They throw round, all but my Lady and co 
Gay. Confederacy! did not you obſerve Wiſhwell turn 
over one of your Dice? . 
Mar. *Twas by Chance, playing with her Fan. 
Gay. You're ſincere your ſelf, aud believe every body 
ſo, but me. 


— 2 


Fs, 


Sir Ruff. Damn theſe Dice—— [Throws down the Box. 


Gay. Before the Ladies, Sir Reff ? 
Sir Ruff. But I always loſe, when I play fair. 
L. Mal. Come, now for my Fortune — 
[Going to throw. 
Sir Ruff. Madam, I have ſome Doctors in my Pocket, 
if you pleaſe to uſe em. 
L. Mal. What Doctors, Sir? 5 
Sir Ruff. Why, don't you know the Doctors? The 
Dice that only run the high Chances. I'll put em into 
Jour Box, and no body the wiſer. 


L. Mal. 


—— 
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L. Mal. You ſhou'd ha* don't without telling me. 

Sir Ruff. So I can ſtill, Madam — [Lady throws.) 1 
ſtand croſs-legg'd for you, Madam Vigoraully done, 
Madam — 

L. Mal. I have loſt it. 191 28 

Gay. I deſpair of winning tis yours [To Mar. 

Capt. Ounds! I go to twelve with you [To Ga. 

Mar. Come, throw, Sir —— [Gayman was it. 

Gay. 'Tis mine with much ado. _ y 

Capt. A hard World, Faith and Troth; but I brought 
Luck along with me. i 

Gay. I remember you, Captain. | 

Betty. Sir, Sir Symphony, and his Inſtruments, are at the 
Door, in half a dozen Coaches, and ſtay for you. 

Capt. Adſo, where's my Gittern? 


Siam. Why, Numpee, you broke your Gittern, you 


know. 


Capt. My Gittern! mouldy Chops! where were ou bred 
I trow? But my Neighbour Twingle the Barber has one. 
I'll borrow it fo long from his Cuſtomers. Exit. 


I. Mal. Did you hear of the fooliſh Accident befel 


Sir Symphony? 

L. Mal. What was't, my Lord? 
Ld. Mal. Why, Screnading, t'other Night, his Gittar 

and he fell into a Cellar, and like to break both their 


Necks. 


L. Mal. What ſay you to a Pooile at Comet, at my 


Houſe ? (To Wiſhw 


Wiſh, Sir Ruff, will you make one? 

Sir Ruff. I am always devoted. 

Gay. Ladies, ſhan't I be troubleſom ? 

iſh. The Devil take him. [ Aſide, 
L. Mal. We ſhall be glad of your Company, 

Ld, Mal. Well, I'll go before in a Hackney, and get 
things ready for you: I find, I muſt ſhew you the way--- 
Gay. Well ſaid, my Lord, you in the Frent appear: 
And 1 may help you to bring up the Rear, [Exam 


Go | 
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ACT IV. SCENE l. 


SCENE Lord Malepert's Dining-Room. 


Enter Lord Malepert, and Wiſhwell. 


Ld. Mal. W ELL, how do you like Sir He's 2 

little mutinous at my Wit ſometimes; 
but he's good - natur'd; and then has the Senſe and Cou- 
rage of a Lion : But the Barronet's Worſhip may paſs for 
2 Squire at Comet tho”. 

Wiſh. One wou'd almoſt ſwear he loſes on ſe, to 
my Lady. 

Ld. Mal. Why ſo one wou'd, I vow now, if one did 
not know the — Well, I {wear now, Mrs. Wiſh- 
well, you look ſo young, you are not above five and 
twenty, are you? 

2 Nay, if you're witty upon your Friends, I have 


done with you. 


Ld. Mal. Prithee now, I won't be witty again theſe 


two Hours. 
Wiſh. For once II! take your word. Well, my Lord, 
ou're happy in a good Lady; fhe's as diſcreet, as ſhe's 
— Hg 

Ld. Mal. You know a well-bred Man muſt not think 
too well of his own Wife: But | vow now, before I was 
marry'd, I thought her as handſom as an Angel. 

M ib. My Lord Lofty has not been here of late. 

Ld. Mal. He wou'd hardly bow to me at the Play, laſt 
Night; but I thought he was out of Humour for being 
turn'd out; and yet I vow I had no hand in't. 

Wiſh. For being turn'd out of this Houſe I believe. 

. Ld, Mal. O law! why I carry'd it the civileſt to him 
in the World. : 

Wiſh. But he deſir d your Lady ſhou'd be civil to him. 

Ld. Mal. And fo ſhe was, I hope: Why, I have known 
her alone with him, in her Cloſet, when ſhe was deny'd 
to every body elſe. 

Wiſh. While ſhe thought him a Man of Honour, for 
your ſake ſhe ſuffer d him. Ld. Mal. 
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Ld. Mal: Have a care what you fay; I'm told, he's 
likely to be greater than ever. 

Wiſh. But muſt not with your Lady. | 

Ld. Mal. Ay, but he muſt tho': I han't got the Patent 


promis q me. 
Wiſh. And he is to give you a new Creſt to your new 


Coronet? 

Ld. Mal, No, really, I like mine very well: The Gol- 
den-Calf has been the Cteſt of our Family, ever ſince the 
Conqueſt. | 

Wiſh. The Horns will grow in time. LAſide.] Dull 
Man! he has made Love to your Lady. 

Ld. Mal. Jeſu! that's pleaſant! a Stateſman make Love 
why, he can no more with a Miſtreſs, than with a a 
Houſe of Commons. 

Wiſh. Come leave your fooling; and promiſe me, not 
to quarrel with him; you ſhall promiſe me, for you are 
ſo nice in Points of Honour I know. 

Ld. Mal. Honour! Lord help your Head (as Siam ſays) 
I have as much Honour as | care for; I am a Lord; and 
ſhall hardly quarrel to get more. 

IWiſh. But you muſt promiſe me then, to take no notice 
of it to my Lady: ſhe'd never forgive what I tell you; 
out of the reſpect I have for you both. 

Ld. Mal. Nay, I vow I'm mightily oblig'd to you; and 
ſo is my Wife; tho? the Jeſters in the Dancing- room are 
apt to laugh at me, when I tell em ſo. But had he the 
Impudence to make Love to her? | 

Wiſh. Ay, more than fo, he ſurpriz d her one day, in 
her Cloſet, and wou'd ha' raviſh'd her. 

5 Mal. O law ! I did not think a Man of fifty cou d 
raviſn 

Wiſh. Had not her Virtue, and my ſeaſonable Aſſiſtance 

revented him: But I found her juſt faln into a Swoon. 
LA. Mal. How! faln into a Swoon! nay then he might 
raviſh her: But, tho' I fay it, that ſwou d not ſay it, there 
are ſome of our Family (tho' they c n't raviſh as well as 
he) ſhou'd they know this, were he ten times my Lord 
Lyfty— ll do't my ſelf — ö 
Wiſh, Nay, remember what you promis d me-. 8 
2 258 Cs Ld. MA. 
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' Td. Mal. No matter for that, I'M about it inſtantly. 
— e For Heav'n's ſake, you won't murder him. 
. Mal. No, that's the way to hang for't: I' com- 
P'ain to the King 
Wiſh. And make your ſelf, and Family ridiculous: Tis 
enough your Lady's virtuous, and you know it. But 
what if this baſe Man ſhou'd brag of Favours? 
_ Td. Mal. Ay, but what ſignifies our Wives Virtue, if 
they are ſo liable to fall into a Swoon? Any Woman may 
be taken napping, you know, 
Wiſh. But if this baſe Man ſhou'd brag of Favours? 
Ld. Mal. Why, let him brag, he's out of Favour at 
Court; and whatever he ſays now goes for nothing in 
the Drawing-room ; and I care not this what he can ſay 
any where elſe; for I wou'd not be known by my good 
Will out of the Verge of Whitehall. 
Wiſh. Or if ſome of your pretended Friends, ſhou'd go 
about to make you ſuſpect me. | 
Ld Mal. Tho? I ſhou'd ſurprize em in the manner, and 
you ſtanding Centry | 
Enter Malepert to em. 
' Wiſh. My Lady's 8 
L. Mal. How! Wiſhwell! 1 proteſt I don't underſtand 
this: Indeed my Lord I ſhall be jealous of you. 
1d. Mal. But I ſhall never be jealous of you, my os 
L. Mal. You need not, Dear, knowing your ſelf ſo 
well: If I were wantonly inclin'd, where cou'd I mend 
wy ſelf? 


* Ld. Mal. Where am I? Sure Paradiſe is round me: 


To touch thee's Heay'n, but to enjoy thee! Oh —— 

L. Mal. Have my Lord and you been at the Cordial 
Waters? | 

Wiſh. We have been gravely talking of the Deceit and 
Wickedneſs of the Age, Madam. | Ny 

L. Mal. I underſtand you [Aide to her. 
My Lord, when ſhall we into the Country? I'm quite 
weary of this Town: The Company and publick Diver- 
ſions carry you ſo much abroad, I languiſh Days without 


you; There I ſhou'd be eftener bleſt, 


- Ld. Mal- 


, 
* 
| 
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Ld, Mal. Well, Dear, I vow now, I won't be a Mo- 

ment from you, but when Pm in other Company: But 

that tis not the Faſhion to be fond of ones Wife, I verily 
believe I cou'd ſay a great many ſoft things to her. 

L. Mal. Pray, my Dear, let's go to Mankey- Hill. 

Ld. Mal. O law! what ſhou'd I do in the Country? 
There's no Lev6:s, no Mall, no Plays, no Operas, no Tea 
at Siam's, no Hide-Park, no Muſick- meetings, no Baſſet, no 
Drawing-room, no Maſquerades, nor no Hackney-Coaches 
to run about in; and you know I love running | 
mightily. 2 

Wiſh. Nor, no body that underſtands good Breeding. 

Ld. Mal. There the Juſtice's Lady comes to viſit, and 
ask Queſtions after the Faſhion: And how do wy ay 
their Hair? Do they carry their Heads as high as they did 
laſt Eaſter Term ? { i 
Wiſh. And, Lord! is ſuch a one as wicked as ſhe v 
in the laſt Lampocn? We have no ſuch Creatures in the 
Country, I aſſure you. 7 ' 

Ld. Mal. And then if I talk Wit, or banter Mr. Fuſtice * 
about State Affairs, he fares at me, and does not under- 
ſtand me: Unleſs one laugh ones ſelf, the Jeſts are loſt 
upon em. | x | 
I. Mal. Well, well, there are a thouſand innocent Di- 
yerfions —— 

Ld. Mal. What! Angling for Gudgeons, Bowls, and 
Ninepins ? 

L. Mal. More wholeſcm, and diverting, than always the 
duſty Mill-horſe driving in Hide-Park. 

Ld Mal. O law! don't prophane Hide-Park: Is there 
any thing fo pleaſant as to go there alone, and find fault 
with the Company? Why there can't a Horſe, or a Li- 
very ſcape a Man, that has a mind to be witty: And then 
J fell Bargains to the Orange- Women. : 

L. Mal. f you loy'd, as I do, you wou'd like the Coun- 
try; there I thou'd have you Weeks together; you might 
fit by, and ſee me work; or read a Play or a Novel to 
me. | | | : 

Ld. Mal. Lord! you know, if I read three Minutes to-— 
gether, I tall aſleep: And TT — 
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lone, what wou'd become of me? I never think, but it 
puts me into the Spleen, I'm ready to cry. 

Wiſh. Now if you have over- acted your part, and he 
ſhou'd go into the Country. [ Footman to my Lord. 

L. Mal. I know him too well for that. 

Ld. Mal. Well, Madam, adieu — 

Wiſh. Jeſu! whither now? 

Ld. Mal. Tl be at home time enough to go to Bed 
with you: But Sir Barnaby Banter, Captain Tilter, and Sir 
Cantavar Bawwaw ſtay in the Side-Box for me. 

L. Mal. I wonder you'll leave me for ſuch Coxcombs. 

Ld. Mal. O law! Coxcombs! have a care what you ſay: 
Banter has a World of Wit: He drove my iot a 
whole Evening at Hide-Park, in my Coachman's Perri- 
wig, and Livery: I ſwear he drives as well as any Gen- 
tleman in England: I wonder where he learnt it? 

Wiſh. It may be natural to him; his Father kept a 
Coachman, 

Ld. Mal. Then Sir Cantaver Bawwaw ——I wiſh you 
had been with us t'other Night— we had a Country 
Cudden with us; he plaid upon him all Night; I warrant 
you, he dumfounded dim a hundred times. 

Wiſh. Indeed! 

Ld. Mal. Aye, and once, when I was bantering the 
Squire, what do you think? He put ſome Gun-powder 
under his Chair, and blew him up. 

L. Mal. And did the Squire ale it? 

Ld. Mal. At the firſt he was a little angry; but we all 
ſwore twas a Squibb thrown into the Window : Then 
Captain Tilter he came ſouſe upon him indeed, and threw 
a whole Glaſs of Clarret in his Face. 

L. Mal. And cou'd you ſwear off that too? 

Ld. Mal. No truly, the Put pluckt up a Spirit, truck 
Hilter, and Chalieng'd him to go down with him; now 
the Captain begg'd his Pardon, becauſe he wou'd not ſpoil 
Company; bur wink'd, and laugh'd upon us all the while, 
for we were in the Secret you know—— but I muſt go to 
*em, or they'll laugh at me; and ſwear 'm under Ccr- 
rection; — that a Body wou d not have every one know 
neither, you Know. Exit. 

Wiſh, 
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Wiſh. So, he's ſafe for this Night. 

L. Mal. How can we truſt to that? 

Wiſh. Pray truſt to me: I had him ſent for; and will 
pretend to he with you: Shou'd my Lord come home, 
we're gone to Bed; beſides, you have bred him up to lie 
in his Dreſſing· room, upon theſe Occaſions, 

L. Mal. Well, if it muſt be ſo: For your fake I can 
do any thing. | 

Wiſh. And ſomething for your own: There's Mony, 
that's certain: And for any other Diſappointment, you 
may bear it the better from a Man you don't like: We 
mult not always pleaſe our ſelves, Child. [Exennt, 


SCENE he Going into Sir Symphony“. 


Sir Ruff going haſtily before Gayman. 

Gay. Sir Ruff, Sir Ruff! you overlook your Friends. 

Sir Ruff 1. Lal be a very good Friend, I don't over- 
look at this time. | 

Gay. Why, what's the Matter? 

Sir Ruff. Why, I'm an Emperor, and this the Night of 
my Coronation; know, Friend, for thou art the only 
Confident of my Pleaſures, that this Night, at Twelve, 
the incomparable Madam Wiſhwel! receives me at my La- 
dy's Garden-door: This being told, I muſt be gone: For 
nothing but the Pleaſure of imparting to my Boſom- 
Friend, cou'd detain me a Moment. | 

Gay. But where's the haſte now ? 

Sir Ruff. The haſte! why they may be at the Muſick, 
for ought I know: And if I ſhou'd not be there to re- 


ceive 'em : Where's the haſte now? [Exit. 
Gay. Be crown'd to Night, do you ſay? No, no, I'll 
ſpoil his Holiday. 
Enter Granger. 


Gran. What, Gayman thoughtful? 

Gay. I have it in my Head, but you muſt help me out 
with it. ; 
Enter Jano, 

Fano. Mr. Granger 
Gran, Well ſaid, my Mercury! 
Fane, 
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Fane, Here's an Anſwer to your Letter, Sir. But 1 
mult not be ſeen here, leſt my Lady ſhou'd be known to 
be within in a Maſque; and that ſhe would not for an 
thing: She ſays, Sir, you muſt not know her. 

- Gran. But what ſaid my Lady Trickitt ? 

Fano. Indeed, Sir, I dare not ſtay any longer. 

- Gran. There's thy Guinea, Child. [Exit Jano, 
Enter Garniſh. L 


Garn. A Lady's Trophy, Mr. Granger ? 
Gran. A Fore-runner of dark Deeds; you ſhall hear it. 


Reads the Note.] I'm glad you're Converted; and won't fail 
to be at Roſamond's Pond, at Ten exactly, where I will 


uſe my beſt Endea vours to Confirm you. 


Gay. A very pious Gentlewoman, this! 
Garn. She'd make an admirable Miſſionary for China, 


or the MoguPs Country. 
Gran. Mine's a tender Conſcience, and requires extra- 


ordinary Helps. 
Garn. Methinks you're ſomething frank of tke Lady's 


Secrets. 
Gran. O Sir, they allow all Freedoms to us, who are 
able to difcoyer their good Qualities, as well as their In- 
trigues. 
Gay. There's no Man hindred from telling, but he that 
enters no farther into the Secret. Beſides ours are ſworn 
Miſtreſſes: And the more we fet out their Perfections, 
the more their Renown. 
Gran. Nay, mine's a very Sun-Flower : When e'er the 
Golden God but ſhows his Head, ſhe opens preſently. 
Garn. Fie, fie, I ſhall loſe my Reputation with you. 
Gran, You! why with all oy Prudence, of never 
bowing to your Miſtreſs in a publick Place, ſtealing Glances 
under your Hat, and following her at a fly diſtance in 
the Mall, you are found out as well as we, who make 
no Myſtery of the Matter. 125 ; 
Gay. Nay, ſooner; for your Gravity is ſuſpected of a 
Deſign, while the franker Fellows have not Credit enough 
with the Town to eſtabliſhia Scandal, © © 


Garn, 
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Garn. But a little Diſcretion does no harm. 
Gran. Diſcretion! why that's enough to ruin a Man, 
with the whole Sex: He that has liv'd to twenty, with- 
out the Reputation of a wicked Fellow, will never be 
—_— to be wicked in a faſhionable Company as long as 
e lives, 
Garn. You're only for the Brutal part, Gentlemen. 
Gran, I don't know what you mean by the Brutal part: 
Mine's a healthy Conſtitution; it ebbs, and flows, like the 
Sea, and needs nothing but it ſelf, to cauſe its Motion. 
Gay. There's part of Sir s Equipage, tis time 
to follow —— 2 U —— — over the Stage. 
Garn. At Ten a Clock! I ſhall watch you, Mr. Granger. 
[ Exennt 


SCENE drawn, ſhews a Table, with Inſtruments, Chairs 
ſet, Sir Ruff, Gayman, Granger, Garniſh, Women m 

Nass, Captain, Bullies, Sir Symphony tuning Inſtruments, 
Drydrub tuning his Cittern, knocking at the Door, the For- 
ter buſie in his Imployment. | 


Port, Who's there? What wou'd you have? [Knockmng. 

Without.) Is Mr. Scrapewell within? : 

Port. No, you may find him at the Bear. | Knocking. 

Without.) Tell Sir Symphony here are ſome Gentlemen 
deſire the Favour to come in. = 

Fort. Lord, Sir, I can't let you in: Here's ſcarce room 
already, for the Gentelmen Performers to ſtir their El» 
bows —— [ Knocking] Well, what's the Matter now? 

Without.) Sir, here's Mr. Humdrum's Baſe-Viol —— 


Fort. Give it me. [Shuts the Door. 
Mithout.] Here are Ladies. [ Knocking again. 


Port. The Ladies muſt come in. 

| Enter Lady Suſan, and Mrs. Judy, Maſqu d. «1 

L. S. O law! yonder he's 2 other Ladies. 
But that's becauſe I was not here: Vet he is not to know 
m here; tho' I hope my little Fans has told him. 


Gran, Tis fo—— [To Gaymans 
Thus by the hobble in her Pace, | 
LEneas w his Mother's Grace, RI: 
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Now will I be a very obedient Lover, and not know 


her. 
Capt. Ounds! this may be my------No, no, it is not ſhe. 
[The Captain peers about the Masks, 


Sir Sym. Ladies, you're very welcome: Chairs there. 
Wou'd you wou'd unmask, and join the Arms of your 
Beauty, to the force of the Mutick, that not a Heart 
might ſcape. 

L. Su. I know, Sir; you are too well bred, not to give 
us our Liberty. | 

Sir Sym. This Place is Sacred to the Fair, you muſt 
command, Ladies. 

Sir Ruff. Knight, is your Nocturnal here? Are they 

Goods, I muſt examine [Offers at L. Suſan, 
I. Su. O Jeſu! this rude Fellow! 

Sir Sym. Sir, you may talk till the Muſick plays, but 
here you muſt excuſe me, I ſuffer no ruffling — 

[Goes to the Table. 

Sir Ruff. Zounds! Sir, I'll excuſe neither them, nor 
you, for all your ſcraping. 

Gay. This muſt be improv d to a Quarrel. [Tp Granger. 
Hark you, Sir Ruff — 

Sir Ruff. Zounds! Sir, I'll protect the Damſels, as much 


as any Man. 
Gran. Ay, Sir Ruff, get the rude Fool . beaten, that 


avou'd affront em, do. | TRE: 

L. Su. O'Jelu! Mr. Granger, protect me, I'm ready to 
die. 

Gran. There's no danger, Madam. 

L. Su. Pray lead me to a Chair, I tremble every Joint 
of me; I ſhall fall into a Fit. 

Gran. Twou'd break Sir Symphony's Heart, Madam. 

L. Su. O law! 1 hope you don't know me; I proteſt 
I wou'd not be known for the World. 

Gran. 1 only gueſs your Quality; by your Air, 

T. Su. But why do you tax me for Sir Sympony ? I 
ſwear, Sir, I value no Body more than your ſelf: But, I 
vow, you have oblig'd me extreamly —- 

Sir Sym. All Diſcords! Fourths, and Sevenths! Gentle- 


men, Wou'd that Ear of your's were reform'd once 
845 Gras, 


a Sm, 
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Gran. In a Pillory ? 

Sir Sym. Come, come, let's Tune, we make the La- 
dies ſtay. | 
He takes a Baſe-Viol, and while he is Tuning, one of the 

Bullies unwinds the Pegs over his Head: Then he lays down 

the Bow, which the Bully draws through the ; when 

Sir Symphony tries to play, he can't make it ſound. 

Sir Sym. Lord! Gentlemen, *tis impoſſible to Play at 
this rate: Standing ſo near me, as you do, your Breath 
has ſo moiſten'd my String ey won't ſound. 

[Tries again. 

1 Bully. Dam me Tom. the Knight Crowds molt ſplen- 
didly: I'll banter him: Pray, Sir, when you lengthen a 
Crotchet into Quavers, and divide it by Minums, does 
not your Cravat-ſtring deaden the ſound of your Fiddle? 

Sir Sym. Mine's a Cremona, and coſt me fifty Pounds, 
Gentlemen; pray ſuſpend your Curiofity, and come to my 
Chamber, and I'll reſolve you any Queſtion in Muſick. 

Sir Ruff. But, Sir, if the volatile Parts of Muſick ſhould 


juſtle with che efluviams of the Air; for Tico Brache holds, 


a'l Sounds go in a right Line by Undulation: Can com- 
mon Time be conſiſtent with a gg? 

Sir Sym. Lord, Sir, you make ſuch a Noiſe—1 make 
all my Jiggs in common time; are you ſatisfy d? 

Sir Raff. But if Harmony was firſt diſcover'd, by the 
beating of Hammers upon an Anvil; why ſhou'd not your 
Head make the moſt melodious Inſtrument? For A iſto- 
tle holds that your hollow Veſſels —— 

Sir Sym. If you're for a Cockpit, ſo — Come, pray 
let's begin — [ All the while the Symphony Plays, he E 

time and ſpeaks in admiration of it. 

Sir Sym. O Gad! there's a flat Note! there's Art! how 
ſurprizingly the Key changes! O law! there's a double 
reliſh! I ſwear, Sir, you have the ſweeteſt little Finger in 
England! ha! that Stroak's new; I tremble every Inch of 
me: Now Ladies look to your Hearts Softly, Gentle- 
men — remember the Eccho — Captain, you play the 
wrong Tune — O law! my Teeth! my Teeth! for God's 
ſake, Captain, mind your Cittern-—-----Now the Fuga, 

Bales! 
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Baſes! again, again! Lord! Mr. Humdrum, you come in 
three Bars too ſoon. Come, now the Song. 


A SONG, Set by H. Purcell, and Sung by 
b Mrs. Hodę ſon. | 


I. 
T HO 2 make no return to my Paſſion, 
Sti 2 to Adore: 
"Tis in Love but an ation, 
Faintly repuls'd to gi Ver: 

When yon talk of your Duty, 
I gaze on your Beauty, 

Nor mind the dull Maxim. at all; 
Lot it Reign in Cheaplide, 
With the Citizen's Bride, 

It will ne er be receiv'd in Whitehall. 


. II. 
What A al Tales are you told? 
By one, who wou'd make you believe, 
That, becauſe of to have, and to hold, 
You ſtill muſt be pirni'd to his Sleeve: 
*Tis apparent High Treaſon, 
Againſt Love, and Reaſon, 
Shou'd one ſuch a Treaſure engroſs, 
He that knows not the Foys, 
That attend ſuch a Choice, 
Shou d reſign to ancther who does. 


A SONG, Written by Anthony Henly Eſquire, 
Set by Mr. Purcell, and Sung by Mrs. Aylißf, 
and Mrs. Hodgſon. 


N O, vo, no, no, Reſiſtance is but vain, 

And only adds new weight to Cupid's Chain: 
A thouſand Ways, a thouſand Arts, 

The Tyrant knows 10 Captivate our Hearts: 
Sometimes he Sighs imploys, and ſometimes tries 

The Univerſal Language of the Eyes: | 


N 
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The Fierce, with Fierceneſs he deſtroys: 
The Weak with Tenderneſs b. | 
He kills the Strong with Foy, the Weak with Pain , 
No, no, no, no, Reſiſtance is but vain. 


Gran. This is admirable : But if you wou'd oblige the 


Ladies, you muſt play your Solo. 


Sir Sym. With all my Heart, if the Captain will accom- 


pany. 
Bull, Pox a' this ſcraping, and tooting : Shall we 
Ecclipſe. Tom, and make it a Rankum ? | 
2 Bully. No, no, we'll dumfound the Baronet. 
[They him, on each (ids, as he turns. 
Sir Sym. Who's that? What do you mean? | Turning 
quick, one hits him in the Eye — This is not to be born: 
Is't you, take that, Sir. a 
[Strikes him with a Baſe- Viol, and leaves it upon his Head, 
Gay. This is a common Cauſe. | 
Ly draw, drive the Bullies out, the Women run out at 
the other Door, Sir Ruff retires to a Corner of the Stag, 
_ _— the — — A * 8 
Gran. Theſe Brutes have almoſt deſtroy 
Eck Diverſions of — Town. | a Fo 
Gay. Stand you by Sir Sympony, [To Granger. ] T1! bri 
uf 4 Chilbags—I've 2 — you brave, Se 
Riff. 
Sir Ruff. Why, who dares think otherwiſe ? 
Gay. 1 believe Sir Symphony will meet you. 
Sir Ruff. Or Tl poſt him: But what has he done? 
Gay. Softly----You delign'd it, I ſuppoſe; and your beſt 
way is to be beforehand with him, I'll ſtand by you------ 
| [ Whiſpers. 
Gran. Why I ſaw him; he encourag'd em: Beſides, 
Fidler's but a ſcurvy Title for a Knight? | 
Sir Sym. Why, did he call me Fidler? 
Gran. He ſaid you were a wretched Scraper, only fit 
to play to a Garland upon a May-Day: My Lady Suſan 


heard h'm, as well as I. 


Sir Sym. Nay if one were ſure of that, if ſhe heard 
him: One wou'd not do a fooliſh thing, hand oyer head, 
without Reaſon, you know. Gran. 
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Gran. If you bring it to any thing, let me ſerve you; 
You ſhall find me at my Lodgings----- | [ Exit, 
Sir Ruff. Well then, defire him to meet me, with his 
Sword in his Hand, to-morrow Morning. 
Gay. If he finds you ſo backward, he 
Pardon. | 
Sir Ruff. But to Night I have Buſineſs, you know. 
Gay. Greater than your Honour? | 
Sir Ruff. Tis very unfortunate-----But uſe your Pleaſure, 
Gay. Sir, I hope you'll pardon my Meſſage. Sir Ruff 
brag you wou'd meet him, with your Second, in Moor- 
elds. | 
Sir Sym. I was juſt deſigning to ſend to him, to meet 
me, to-morrow Morning. 
Gay. He deſires it may be to Night, Sir. 
Sir Sym. To Night? 
Gay. At Twelve: The Moon ſhines very clear: At Bed- 
lam-Gate, at Twelve, Sir- ---- 
Sir Sym. 1 muſt ſend to Mr. Granger: I ſhan't fail, 
Bir. Exit. 
Gay. Come, Sir, I have Buſineſs for an Hour; but get 
you ready, you need not make your Will, I believe; I'll 
meet you at the Sun Tavern behind the Change, and not 
fail to diſappoint you of your Seconds. [ Aide. Exeunt. 


SCENE Roſamond*'s Pond. 


Granger alone. N 

Let the Woman deſerve as little as her Man, ſhe ſel- 
dom fails of a ſavourable Opinion of her own Charms; 
and, in the Intrigue, if it be poſſible, will be the greater 
Fool of the two. Becauſe I like Tricłitt, ſhe thinks I'm 
in love with her: Why, how has ſhe the Impudence to 
think ſo! but ſhe does think ſo; for in this Note, ſhe 
has promis'd to meet me here : If ſhe has Honeſty e- 
nough to be as good as her Word; ſhe needs no greater 

e: There was no Occaſion of my knowing that ſhe 
can make her Husband a Cuckold, to make me have an 
il! Opinion of her: I always thought ſo ill of her, that 
tis now neceſſary to think a little while well, to — 

W 


never ask your 


* 
5 
1% 
I 
o 
IF 
[4 
FF 
| 4 
= 
i! 
4 
k : 
L5 
7 
3 
'% WW 
Cy 3 
„ 
o 
ö 1 
_ 
* 
8 


% 


b — —_— 
2 W 


r 
— — « 8 5 ©. 2 
- — 
— 
—— —— . — — — — — — — 
* * es. i at „ ** — 


3 


—— —-—- — 


I —- ͤ —ͤ—- —— —ę— . — 
3 4 * 


— r 
P 3 44 DV Hr - - 


111 Wy 26” RW 


5 e@® = UW) % 0 OW wW =&@ > ww 5 


l 


Or, Any, rather than Fail. 69 


worſe of her than I did: That muſt be my reaſon of li- 
king her; a malicious Pleaſure of revenging the Quarrel 
of thoſe Fools (not forgetting her dear Lord) who have 
truſted, and been deceiv d by her. She can't deceive me. 

Enter Lady Sulan in a Mack. | 
Whom we have here? a Siſter in Affliction! if my 
Nymph, and her Shepherd have ſtray d together: Twere 
a gentle Charity, of my fide, to propoſe a Club of Incon- 
ſtancy tor a Revenge. 8 

L. Su. Mr. Granger! is't you? 

Gran. The beſt part of him, Madam. 

L. Su. O law! Mr. Granger! I fear I have tir'd your 
Patience: An impertinent Kinſwoman popt in upon me, 
and kept me above half an Hour, I vow now. 

Gran. A Trick upon me! but Ill fit her. [4/ide.] 1 
thought the Minutes Ages, till you came. 

L. Su. O Jeſu! and did you, Mr. Granger? 

Gran. By her, O Jeſu, 1 gueſs the Party—--. [ Aſede. 
Madam, this Happinels attones for all. 

L. Su. O Jeſu ! but can love me dearly? 

Gran. More than Heav'n. 

L. Su. And you'll be conſtant? 

Gran. As Penelope. 

L. Su. And you'll love me for ever and ever? 

Gran. Amen, to the end of the Chapter, 

L. Su. You'll ſwear all this? 

Gran. The Bible through, Madam: By your fair (elf, 


by all----- 


L. Su. Hold, hold, good Sir, enough: Well, we ſhall 
be ſo happy; but when? For now you may command 
me 


Gran. Now, Madam, this inſtant— . [ Embracing her. 

L. Su. O Jeſu! what do you mean, 

Gran. To let you know how well I love you. 

L. Su. No, I vow, I wou'd not for all the World: As 
I hope for Maſly, you muſt hate me, to offer this. 

Gran. Rather if I ſhou'd not offer it, Madam; the Op- 

rtunity, and you are kind----- 

L. Su. O law{ Sir! if you'll be honourable-—-- 


Gran, 
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' Gran. Theſe Shades are honourable: You are not the 

firſt Woman has truſted her Honour with em: Keep 
our own Counſel, and they'll tell no Tales to your Re- 

— put you out of Countenance, as you walk bare- 

fac'd this way with em. 

I. Su. But this to a · Lady of my Quality. 

Gran. Why, twere a downright Slight upon you, not 
to offer to be civil to you: And a Woman of Quality 
can bear any thing better than a Slight, you know : Be- 
ſides, the Place, and Hour take all diſtinction off: Como, 
come, you have made as decent a Reſiſtance, as is neceſ- 
fary to excuſe you to your Quality. | 
T. Su. Well, Mr. Granger, I thought you had more Re- 
ſpect for me, elſe I ſhou'd never have truſted my ſelf 
with you, alone ; in the honourable way of Marriage, I 
own I cou'd receive you. | 

Gran. Why, you are marry'd already. 

L. Su. O crimine! no; who do you take me for? 

Gran. Nay, if you're not marry'd, you muſt tell me. 

L. Su. Pray, who did you vilit this Afternoon? 

Gran. A worthy, grave Lady, Lady Suſan Malepert. 

L. Su. Suppoſe it her you talk to. | 

Gran. Suppoſe you her! ſuppoſe my Lady Suſan with 
a Man, alone, at ten at Night, and in this Place too! no, 
no, that is not to be ſuppos'd; and you are no better than 
you ſhou'd be, to offer it: If you were not in Petticoats, 
you ſhou d know how I reſent a Wrong fo great to her I 
10 much honour. | 

L. Su. Why then, I vow now—— 

Gran. Nay, never load your Crime with Perjury. 

L. Su. Why, dear Sir, did not you appoint this Place? 

Gran, But that Lady does not uſe to anſwer Appoint- 
ments. | 

L. Su. And wou'd you make my generous Pity appear 
a Crime? =; 

Gran, For the generous Pity you ſpeak of, I wou'd 
have you to know, that Lady has none for any Man, at 
Roſamond's Pond, f 

L. Su. O jeſu! Sir! why ſure tis no Crime, in an ho- 
nourable way, to fee the Man one loyes. 

Gran. 
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Gran. Love! why that's a Folly Lady Suſan has renoun- 
ced theſe twenty Years: Her Pulſe beats even. and her 
ſober Blood runs quiet in her Veins: And as for Matri- 
mony, I know the very Name wou'd frighten her: Be- 
fides, I dare not aim fo high. 

L. Su. O Jeſu! your Merit equals you to all things: 
And were I ten times what I am — - 

Gran. Thou art a thing I muſt — a Midnight 
Stroaler; nay worſe, ſame miſchief- making Fiend, ho 
woud'ſt aſſume the Title of an Angel, to be the more 4 
Devil. Bleſs me! methinks I ſee the cloyen Foot 
under her Petticoat defend me! I ſay, and deliver m 
from ſuch Company. | Exit. 
L. Su. Jeſu! what can this mean? Either he did not, 
or he would not know me: If he did not hope to meet 
me here, why did he write to me? He had my Letter, 
elſe why came he hither? But then he ſaid I was mar- 
ry'd: O law! may be he ſuſpected Sir Symphony : Well, 
1 mult forbid him my Lodgings, I ſee that, to convince 
him. O law! but then he wou'd have been fo rude! 
but that might be to try my Virtue; for I muſt needs 
fay, he ſpoke all the while of me with the greateſt re- 
ſpect in che World. Well, I love him, that's certain, and 
muſt not loſe him; Ill be plain with him the firſt time I 
ſee him; for marry him I muſt, and wear my Wedding 
Ring upon my Thumb too, that l'm reſolv'd on. ¶ Exit. 

; Enter Trickitt. 

L. Tric. This is ſome ſort of Revenge upon the Rogue 
for retuſing me his Mony: How cou'd he imagine I 
wou'd allow him a Faveur, when he had giv'a me ſuch 
a reaſon to believe he did not think it worth paying for? 
I wou'd carry my Malice farther, to puniſh his 1 - 
dence in writing to me; bat ſince his Note has 3 2 
ted to the cheating him with the Perſon of Lady Suſan, 
I am at the end of my Deſign; and am contented only 
to laugh at him — {Garniſh t her. 

Garn Reſt you merry, Madam. 

L. Tric. They may laugh that win, they ſay, Mr. Garziſh. 
Garn. And Ladies ſeldom loſe in ſuch a Town as this 
is, where there are ſo many civil Perſons to play at your 
own Game too, L. Tric. 
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I. Tric. But how came you here at ſuch a time? 
Garn. Madam, I can't be fo indifferent a Lover, not to 
watch the Motions of your Inclinations ; ang your 


Pleaſure lie this Evening in the Park, I came to find it out. 


L. Tric. Indeed if you had come a little ſooner, you 
might have found it: I have been very well pleas'd fince 
I came here. 

Garn. I believe ſo. 

L. Tric. But you come a little too late to be a Witneſs 
of it; the Buſineſs is over. | 

Garn. O Madam, I wou'd not diſturb you, if the Buſi- 
neſs had not been over. I met Mr. Granger, Madam, and 
knew by him the Buſineſs was over. 

L. Tric. And what faid he to you? Did not he look 
like an Aſs? 

Garn. As Men generally do upon ſuch Occaſions : But I 
thought it able to tell him, he look'd like an 


Afs, vecauſe I knew he was not the firſt of your making. 


L. Tric. Mr, Garniſh! | 
Garn. I'm ſure you have made an Aſs of me: But my 


Jealouſie has reſtor d my Eyes; and now I plainly ſee 


you wou'd abuſe me. Whea Granger ſent you the Note 
of Aſſignation, I was with him. 

L. Tric Well, I receiv'd one from him —— 

Garn. O! did you ſo? 

L. Trick. By Lady Suſan's Page. 

Garn. By the ſame Token he gave the Boy a Guinea 
to encourage ſo hopeful a beginning; and told him, if he 
brought him an Anſwer, he had another to ſet him up in 
his Trade: You were not wanting on your part, I know. 

L. Tric. Why, truly, no; when I read it, I put it into 
another Cover, and gave it the Page to carry his Lady: 
She was glad of the Appointment, I ſuppoſe, ſent him an 
- Anſwer, and came according to the Invitation, 

Garn. And what did you come for? 

L. Tric. To laugh at the Miſtake — 

Garn. And ſet him right. O, very probable! 

L. Tric, *Tis very true. | | | 

Garn. That you are very falſe [ Turning ſrom her. 

L. Tric. I neter was falſe to you. 
5 Garn. 
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Garn. Away, away, it is not to be excus d. 
L. Tric. J don't excuſe it. 
Garn. No, no, it never can. | 
L. Tric. Why then it never ſhall; and I am ſorry I at- 
tempted it: It you don't think it worth your while to 
be fatisfy'd, I'm ſure I was in the wrong to endeavour 
it. Sir, as I remember, Matters between you and me 
are entirely depending upon our good liking and Plea- 
ſure; 'Tis not in the nature of an Amour to make one 
| another uneaſie: When once we begin to find Faul's, tis 
id 'S high time to find out freſh Friends, that have none: The 
: molt deſperate ſealouſie of this kind lies within the Re- 
kk BF medy of Parting. 
14 Garn. It need not come to that neither, Madam. 


080 


19 L. Tric. Sir, I won't be ſuſpected, I won't be er quir d 
an into: A Husband can do no more; and I have enough 
8. of one Husband and his ill Humours at home, I thank 

ou, ever to allow of a Husband abroad to torment me. 
ny erhaps you think I can't break with you; I wou'd have 
ſee XZ you to know, Sir, I can, and will break with you and 


to fifty more, rather than break one Hour's Reſt fer any of 
_ I'll change as often as I ſhift my Cloaths, bur III 
ight upon a Man that has Senſe enough to value his own 
Pleaſure, without invading mine. If I depended upon 
you indeed, and there were no body elſe to be had, you 


* wo 1 7 r 1 i | 


ea might tie me to your own Terms, but, make us thank- 
he ful, there's roving room enough in this dear Town: I 
in can provide my ſelf, I warrant you. 

vw. A Miſtreſs is a Name implies Command: 

nto Nor ſhall the Scepter fail within my Hand : 

dy: 3 But if you wou'd take back that Pow'r you gave, 

an © Marry the Woman you wou'd make a Slave. [Exemntr 
her. 


Vol. II. D ACT 


Arn. 
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ACT v. SCENE IL 
SCE NE Lord Malepert's Houſe. 


Gayman enters dreſſing, and repeating. 


O what a Night was that! how ſoft the Bed, [ 
When on her panting Beſom I was laid! | 
Warm. in Enjoyment, we together grew, 
And as one Mind, were but one Body 10 — 


| OW, how? One Mind! no, there I'm out: Now 74 
can't I help thinking of Sir Ruff, and deſtroying the 
Memory of this Night's Pleaſures, by calling to mind F 
they were all deſign d for another. Can't I be contented 
with the Enjoyment of a delicious Woman, without re- 
flecting, that any body elſe might have had her as well 
as I. Tis an impertinent Curioſity in our Natures, that 
when we have diſcover d as much as we can, to pleaſe 
us, will always drive us upon ſomething to find Fault 
with: Curioſity did I call it? Nay, gad, there's Ingratitude 
in the bottom on't, I believe; for tis the way of the 
World, in other Favours too, to leſſen thoſe Obligations, 4 
as much as we can, which we han't in our Honeſty to 1 
return. Pox, I hate to be ungrateful: But I can't be un- "| 
grateful here, if 1 wou'd; for there was nothing deſign d 
to me of the Benefits I receiv'd: Wiſhwell let me in, at 
the Hour appointed for Sir Raff: The Lady receiv'd me 
for Sir ; but when I think of the Pleaſures that came 
after, that ſhe ſhou'd ſtill miſtake me, for that bargaining 
Booby of her Bawd's providing, I don't forgive her; the 
furious Riot, the expenſe of Charms, the prodigality of _ * 
Life, and Love (too vaſt for Nature's Bounty to ſupport 3 
another Hour) might have inform'd her better. *Tis not 4 
et Day: Wiſhwell's my Convoy; I can't get off without 5 
No matter now, if ſhe knows me. Who's this fol- 
wows me? 


Enter. 
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Enter Lady Malepert. 

L. Mal. I have ſlept away my Bie, my better Part of 
it, my Life of Love: He's gone from me: Was this an 
Hour of Reſt? Sleep had been welcome in a Husband's 
Bed; but in a Lover's Arms! he ſtole away, fearful of 
waking me, and fearful to be ſeen, he ſtole away, in e- 
very thing ſhowing his Care of me: How cou'd Sir 
do this? O Love! what can'ſt thou not do in a Woman's 
Heart! that brutal thing, whom, as I thought, I loath d. 
thy gentle Fires hath ſoftned by degrees, and melted into 
Gayman: Night be ſtill my Friend, let me not ſee him, 
and I will think it was my Gayman ſtill. 

Gay. O this Woman! I loye her for her ſelf, but hate 
her too. 

L.Mal. Who's there ? 

Gay. Your Lover. 

L. Mal. O! be but ever ſo: Can you forget? Can yon 
forgive me? Can you excuſe my being to be ſold? Let 
WWiſhwell bear the mercenary Blame Her Baſenefs 
—_— me to her ſordid Ends : But I'll return your 
Bills — 

Gay. Return my Love: My Fortune is but yours. 

L. Mal. You are my better Fortune. 

Gay. O this happy Night. But to remember it, s 
> Locket, or your Picture — , 
* L. Mal. Take this Ring, to make a better Marriage. 

Have you forgiv'n me? 

Gay. How ſhall I convince you? 

L. Mal. Why, only ſay you have. 

Gay. Saying is too little: Doing's the living Proof, that 
never lies; within you will believe me 

1 : [ Going out, Wiſhwell to em with a Candle, 
. G m_ Madam, Madam, where are you ? Bleſs my Eyc- 

wee 
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Z — K. Bleſs 2 What's the Matter? 
1. i/h. Are you t ha Man; Mr. G 
L T. Mal. n * 


Gay. Thank you for making me fo, Mrs.##/iſhwel.. 
L. Mal. Gayman ! then I am ruin d: Baſe Woman 
r. Þ} tave I deſeryd this from you / 
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ting this Trick upon me —— 

L. Mal. J put a Trick upon you! | 

Wiſh. And you will find the benefit of it, in a little 
time; my Lord, and his drunken Companions, are co- 
ming up Stairs, to viſit you: As you have manag'd the 
Buſineſs without me, ev'n get off on't, as well as you 
can; I waſh my Hands of it, and will retire without be- 
ing ſeen. | Exit. 

L. Mal. O every way undone! follow her down the 
Back- Stairs : | 

Gay. Pox take her; ſhe has double-lock'd the Door, 

L. Mal. What ſhall I do! what will become of me! 

Gay. Nay, Madam, let the worſt come to the worſt, 
Sir Ruff is oblig'd to take care of you— But Il bring 
you off this time, I warrant you. 


Enter Lord Malepert, Granger, and two Bullies. 
Gran, Singing.] And he that is giu n to doat 


On Woman's Inconſtancy, 
I wou'd not be in his Coat 
For a great deal of ready Mony. 


What! my Lady, and Gayman! are * too up together 
early, or late? Here's my Lord and I are in Conjunction 
too: Why faith, Madam, we thought of nothing, but the 
Spirit of Clery: We did not expect ſuch good Company, 
my Lord —— 

Ld Mal, No, really, I did not expect to find a Man 
with my Wre. 

Gran.But ſee how oddly things will happen ſometimes. 
Ld. Mal. Ay, lo they will, very oddly indeed ſome- 


times. 


mean ? [ Aide. 
Gran. I'Il bring you off, I warrant you; Madam, Gay- 
man's an honeſt, well-condition'd Fellow ; but ſomewhat 
ſleepy towards Morning: How did your Ladyſhip get 
kim up ſo ſoon? 


Gay. Prithee recollea thy ſelf: All's ruin d elſe. 


Gran. 


Wiſh. No, but you deſerve it from your ſelf, for put- 


Gay. Oddly, Mr. Granger! — What the Devil do you 
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Gran. I muſt go Snacks, Gayman. ; 

L. Mal. H-'s muſt'ring all his little rn twill end 
in Miſchief certainly. "WF" 

Ld. Mal. Nick, go you and fetch the Conftable: But 
before he comes, Madam, I command you, in the Kiog's 
Name, to tell me, what you two have been doing toge- 
ther, in my Abſence, againſt the Peace of my Bed, and 
Boſom? : 

Gay. Doing, my Lord! why tis plain enough what we 
have been doing! any body may ſee what we haye been 
doing —— 

— Very plainly, my Lord. 0 

Gay. Or if they can't ſee ; itis but hearing you talk, as 
you do; and they may eaſily find what you have been 
doing: Did not we ſup together? | 

Ld. Mal. The Devil's always very powerfal at this 
time of the Morning, Gentlemen; but bear Witneſs, he 
ſuys, they ſapt together. 

Gay. They ſupt together! we, I ſay we; Granger, your 
Lordſhip and I, and theſe two honeſt Gentlemen. Gen- 
tlemen, I ſhall be proud to be better known to you: 
Pox, do you think I don't know what I ſay? They re- 
member me, tho' you won't, my Lord. 

1 Bully. What! not remember Mr, Gayman! 

2 Bully. O! perfectly, my Lord. | 

Gay. Why, my noble Lord, you are farther gone than 
I thought you were: If you drink your Friends dowa 
with your Bottle, I have done with you : Why, Gentle- 
men, I don't belieye you drank very hard after I left 
you. 

1 Bully. Not very hard, Sir, 

2 Bully. Not above a Bottle a piece, after you left us. 

Gran. Well, a clear Conſcience is a great Matter, I ſee. 

Ld. Mal. After he left us! why, then I am drunk, and 
did not know it before: To my own thinking now I 
remember every thing in the Company as perfectly 
Why how can a Man tell, at this rate, Abs he's ſober 
or no? 

Gay. Nay, I had been in the ſame picckle, if J had ſtaid 
with you : But when you faw I began to be maukiſh, 

D 3 you 


78 The Maiv's laſt Prayer; 


yu may remember, you ſent me home before you, to 
nock up Mrs. Darkas, for the Cordial Waters; and you 
were to w me. 

Ld. Mal. Not that I know of. 


Gran. Nay, my Lord, there you muſt excuſe me; 


truth is truth; you did ſend him home, for how cou'd we 


elſe have found him here? 

Ld. Mal Why that's true: Why, well, if 1 have forgot 
it, I beg all your Pardons. 

TL. Mal. Is it pot enough, my Lord, that you come 
tome, at theſe unſeaſonable Hours, but you muſt ſend up 
your drunken Companions before you ? 

Enter Wiſhwell. 
Wiſhwell and I were aſleep, when this unmannerly Roy- 
ſter came into the Dining- room: We thought there had 
been Thieves, and poor Wiſhwell was almoſt frighted out 
of her Senſes. 

Wiſh. 1 muſt cloſe with her, for my own ſake. [ Aſide. 

L. Mal. Was this well done, my Lord? Yet I won't 
think you cou'd be ſo ill a Man to deſign it, as a Plot 
upon my Honour, I won't think you cou'd, 

Wiſh. My Lord, my Lord, is this the uſe you make of 
what I told you? Do you deſerve ſo good a Lady? And 
Mr. Gayman, was it like your Character, to be Confede- 
rate in ſo baſe an Undertaking? And all of you to make 
2 Combination —— | 

Ld. Mal. Nay, Wiſhwell, as I hope to be ſav'd now, 
*rwas altogether an Accident, no body had the leaſt de- 
Wan upon my Wife, or her Honour, that I know of: 
There has happen'd ſome little Miſtakes, I muſt needs 
ay; but I am always ſo deaf with drinking, you know 
— ad ſo! here's Muſick : See who tis that Serenades, 
I love Serenading mightily. 

Enter Sir Ruff, and Sir Symphony with Muſick. 

Sir Ruff. I have out- ſtaid my Aſſignation; but this Se- 
renade will make her ameads. What's here? Gayman ! 
Dammee, Sir, a Man's well help'd up, that truſts to you 
tor a Second: I waited for you above two Hours. 

Gay: 1 was all that while ſerving you elſewhere. 

Sir Ruff, What do you mean? E 
| ay. 


p * 


# 
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Gay. Why, do you think your ſelf a fit Man for a Back- 
Door? You might as well have truſted em again to let 
you in at the Window: The Ladies deſign'd to laugh at 
you, and being your Friend, 1 made the Quarrel, to ſend 
you out of their Power. | 

Sir Ruff. Nay, Gad, I thought there was ſomething. 
in't: For when Sir Symphony and I came Face to Face, 
we were preſently Friends, and agreed upon the Fiddles. 
But fince they deſignd to make an Aſs of me, I'll have 
Satisfaction, or my Mony again. 

Gay. Experience can never be bought too dear, Sir. 
1 Ruff. Zounds, Sir, III go to her, and tell her ſhe” 


Gay. I'm glad I know your Principles. 

Gran. Sir Symphony, why do you look ſo angry? I hate 
Blood-ſhed ; then Sir Ruff and you are old Friends; be- 
ſides, Gayman and I had Bulineſs, as you fee, Sir; but 
how went the Tilt? Ha! I'm ſorry, for both your fakes, 
I can ſee thro? neither of you. I love a Viſto, as my Lord 
ſays, mightily, 8 

Enter Servant. 

a There are ſome Maſquers below, defire to be ad- 
mitted. 

Ld. Mal. O gemini! Wife, let em come up: [Ex.Serv. 
Hark, you, Gentlemen, let's even make a Night on't: I 
have ſome maſquing Habits within; Captain Tilter, Sir 
Ruff, Sir Symphony, we'll all be in Diſguiſe. I love a Diſ- 
guiſe, when every body knows one, mightily, 

Sir Sym. Hang your Maſquerades, I begin to be tir d of op : 
*Tis loſing ones Labour always upon other Mens Miſtreſſes; 
when you have waited upon a Gentlewoman thro' the 
Ceremonies of the Night, and think of going home with 
her, tho you have cram'd her Pockets as full of Sweet- 
meats as they can hold, her own Spark appears in the 
Morning; beats you, perhips, for offering to lead her to 
her Coach, and forces you to waik home, Ankle deep, in 
your Turkiſh Habit. 

Ld. Mal. O very fooliſh! leave Sir Symphony to his own 
Face, he'll make nothing of that, I dare ſay for him: 

D 4 Come, 
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Come, Gentlemen, we ſhall be pure and merry, when 
we don't know one another. 
[ Exeunt Ld, Mal. Sir Ruff, and Bullies, 

Gay. I'm as good as my Word, you ſee, Madam, I've 
brought you off: I have been oblig'd to you, and have re- 
turn'd you your Favour: But you muſt own, Madam, 
mine carries ſomething the better Air along with it; be- 
cauſe I generouſly dehgn'd it for your Ladyſhip. 

L. Mal. What ſhall I ſay? What can | ſay? 

Gay. I won't upbraid you, Madam, you have done me 
the ſecond good Turn you had in your Power to beſtow : 
And ſince *rwas impoſſible to hae you to my ſelf, it 
gocs a great way in my Cure, to know that any Fool 
may engage you for the time, 

Enter L. Trickitt, L. Suſan, Maria, and Garniſh. 

L.Mal. O very fortunate! and kind in you, and all the 
good Company: How came I by this Favour? 

Mar. Why, truly, Madam, being up at Cards, at Lady 
Trickitt's, over the way, we cou'd not reſiſt the Tempta- 
tion of the Fiddles. : 

L. Su. But came in our Masks, for fear we ſhou'd not 
be welcome. | | 

L. Mal. So near a Relation can't doubt that, Madam. 

Sir Sym. Ladies, I eſteem my ſelf very luckily here, for 
the Entertainment of ſo much good Company: I have 
ſome Gentlemen in my Conſort, whom I can prevail 
upon, to treat you in their way, with a Song, or a Dance. 


A SONG Written by Mr. Congreve, Set by 
Mr. Purcell, and Sung by Mrs, AyliF. 


I. 


ELL me no more I am deceiv d, 
That Cloe's Falſe and Common: 
By Heav'n, I all along believ d, 
She was a very Woman: 
As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 
She ſtill was Conſtant, when poſſeſs'd, 
She cou'd do more for no Man. 


1 —— —e—e— 
— — a4 
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II. 


But ob! her Thoughts on others ran; 

And that you think a hard thing: 
Perhaps ſhe fancy d you the Man; 

* what care I one e ; 
You think ſhe's Falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's Kind: 
I'll take her Body, you her Mind; 

Who has the better Bargain! 


Gran. Dear Madam, I beg you a thouſand Pardons, 

L. Su. O Jeſu! For what, Mr. Granger ? | 

Gran. *Till you pull'd off your Maſque. I took you for 
a ſcandalous Creature I met in St. Fames's Park laſt 
Night; ſhe was dreſt ſo like yu 

T. Su. That Lady was no ill Friend of yours, I aſſure 


u. 

1 Vou have no cauſe to ſpeak well of her; for ſhe 
would ha* made me believe you were as bad as her ſelf---- 
Pox on her, how ſhe haunts me—— [Goes from her.] 
What has Lady Suſan done, Sir Symphony, you don't make 
your Court to her? 

L. Su. 1 find he does not think it for his Reputation, 
to marry a Woman that would meet him in private. 
Fil mention it no farther. 

Sir Sym. May I preſume, Madam, that this Opportunity 
may be more — to my Hopes | 

L. Su. Lord, Sir, I know nothing of an Opportunity; 
pray be quiet, you would not talk of an Opportunity be- 
fore People, would you? why I never ſaw the like of 

Sir Sym. She always uſes me ill before Company. 

L.Tric. Was it fine Walking laſt Night, Mr. Granger 
Was there good Company at Roſamond's Pond? 

Gran. 1 did not ſee your Ladyſhip there. 

L. Tric. Me! Fie, fie, a married Woman there! Mr. 
Granger! 

Gran. What, you were more Houſewifely employ'd? 

{ Garniſh hears what paſſes between Trickit and Granger: 

L. Tric. More to my Mind a great deal. D 

Gran. In private, Madam? 
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L. Tric. In Laughing at you. Lord! Mr. Granger, I 
thought you had been off the Vanity of thinking Women 
in Love with you: Tis paſt time a Day for you. to ſend 
Love-Letters about the Neighbourbood, to corrupt the 
Civil Families: How had you the Conſcience to think a 
Woman would have any Buſineſs with you, but to laugh 
at you? I vow I chough you. had been wiſer. 

Gran. Faith I thought ſo my ſelf, Madam. 

L. Tric. And why would you put your ſelf into any 
Woman's Power to diſappoint you? I thought the young 
Fellows only, the Beaus of a Year's ſtanding in the fide 


Box, could be diſappointed ; who, by the extraordinary 


Opinion of themſelves, from their firſt Summons, ima- 
gine it impoſſible for any Woman to ſtay away from em. 
But you are ſatisfied at laſt, I ſee. 

Gran. Indeed I am, that I was always in the Wrong, 
when 1 had the leaſt good Opinion of you. I was in 
hopes of having it in my Power to uſe you as you de- 
ſerve (which ſhould have been ſure of; but ſince you 
have gone before me in this, I promiſe you, you ſhall ne- 
ver get the better of me in any other Buvineſs, as long as. 
I know you: And till you are Older, I can't like — 
worſe than I do, Going from 

Garn. You have convinc'd and oblig d me; and I 
thank you for the Satis faction. 

L. Tric. Pray thank me when you're oblig'd, Mr. Gar- 
iſh; I have done nothing to convince you: "Twas ne- 
ceſſary to clear my ſelf; and 1 have done it, without a. 
Regard to your jealous Thoughts upon the Matter. 

Garn. I promiſe you, Il! ne'er be jealous more, 

L. Tric. Then here I promiſe you, I'll never give you 
Cauſe to be jealous, 

Enter Lord Malepert, Sir Ruff, and Bullies, in Maſquerade. 

Gran. Who have we here? | 

Ld. Mal. The Ladies ſhall know us, if they pleaſe. 

Sir Ruff. We're Men for their turn; Sons ot Darkneſs, 
and fit for the Buſineſs of the Night. 

Gay, To beat up a Bawdy-houte, you Scoundrels, how- 
came you here? : 

[They draw upon the Maſqueraders, and driue em off, and. 


return. L. Mal, 
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Ld. Mal. Why, don't you know us? You're the ſtrange- 
eſt People in the World ! Murder a Man in his own 
Houſe! 2 

Sir Sym. I'm for defending the Ladies. | 

Gran. How could'ſt thou be fo barbarous to the Cuck- 
old of thy Boſom, to frighten him ſo terribly? 

Gay. He began to be troubleſome : Beſides, I have at 
preſent a Quarrel to the Family. | 

[Goes to Wiſhwell and Lady Malepert. 

L. Su. J hope you are not hurt, Mr. Granger, I would 
not for the World, I vow now, have ſuch a;thing hap- 
pen in my Company: What will the World ſay? | 

Gran. Why &'en nothing at all: The World does not 
care if we were hang d, I aſſure you. 

Gay. This Ring, Madam, I valu'd only as an Evidence 
of my good Fortune, which, ſince the caſe is ſo plain, I 
return to your Ladyſhip gun. [To Lady Malepert.] I 
don't obſerve that Dearneſs between you, and Mrs. ih. 
well, that us'd to be; don't let me make a Breach in that 
Friendſhip, which may be ſo ſerviceable to you both : 
You're both in a Miſtake, neither has betray'd t'other: 
Indeed Sir Ruff made me his Confident, and qualify'd me 
for the welcome I have found. Mrs. Wiſhwell, now Ilm 
ſure you'll be my Friend, ſince you know I have it in 
my Power to be your Enemy. And for you, Madam, I 
am oblig'd to juſtifie you to every body, but my ſelf. 
| [Leaves em and goes to Maria. 

L. Mal. Tis more than I deſerve. O, I muſt hate 

ou, you have undone me with the only Man I ever 
ov'd or ſhall — [Turns from heri 

Wiſh. Then I am ſure to keep her in my own Power. 

Enter Lord Malepert in his own Cloaths. 

Ld, Mal. Lord! this is the oddeſt thing in the World, 
turn a Man out of his own Doors, for coming to divert- 
you: *Twas as much as I could do, I vow now, to per- 
ſuade the Footman to let me in again. . | 

on Why, were you one of em, my Lord? 

Ld. Mal. One of em, yes I think I was. 

Gran. Who would ha thought you kept ſuck Com- 


pany? 
Gary 
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Garn. We did not know you, my Lord. i 

Ld. Mal. Sir Ruff, I aſſure you, takes it bloody ill of 
you; if it had not been in my Houſe, he ſwears, he 
would have mauld ſome of you. I don't know but he 
may ſend you a Challenge. | 

Gran. I hope not ſo, my Lord. 

Ld. Mal. Nay, I'll make it up, if I can. 

Gay. My Lord, you come very ſeaſonabl 


( for the 
clearing of ſome difficulties, that have happened to Night, 
in Relation to your Lady. 

L. Mal. Lord! what does he mean? 

Gay. I would vindicate her Virtue, as much as I can, 
from any unreaſonable Suſpicions you may have of it, 
upon my Account; and therefore declare, in the Preſence 
of all this good Company, that I have no deſign upon any 
body in't, but this Lady: And here I offer to Marry her. 

[To Maria, 

L. Mal. Nay then he does revenge himſelf indeed — 


LAſide. 
Gay. What ſay you, Madam? 
L. Mal. Why, nothing, nothing in the World: Poor 
Rogue! Silence gives Conſent, all the Town over. 
Gay. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Intereſt would go a 
great way in perſuading her. [To L. Mal. 
Ld. Mal. Nay, my Wife will be for it I'm ſure. 
L. Mal. Mr. Gayman, you may be ſure of me — To 
N her againſt it if I could. Would I might never 
ee his Face again. [ 4ſide. 
Ld. Mal. Well, we ſhall live ſo pure and merry at one 
anothers Houſes: Would you were all married, Gentle- 
a Friend throughly welcome, 
I can tell you, without having a Wife of ones own to re- 
ceive him. | 
L. Su. O Law! Mr. Granger, what if you and I ſhould 
make it the double Marriage? {To Ganger, who leaves her. 
Gran. Tis an old Play, Madam, and will never take. 
L. Su. The Devil take him, I don't know what to 
make of him. [She applies her ſelf to Sir Symphony, 
T. Mal. 1 know your Thoughts, Maria. 
Gay. Come, Madam, give me your Hand, 
Mar, 
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Mar. Well, Sir, you may repent this Raſhneſs. 

4 6  - [Gives her Hand. 

Gay. I may repent of ſome things that are paſt: But I 
can never do any thing with you, to repent of. 

L. Mal. How the Tyrant triumphs! Ali. 

Sir Sym. You ſee, Madam, how happy you might make 
your humble Servant, : 

L. Su. O Law! Sir! you don't think ſo. 

Ld. Mal. Hey Day! Here's my Aunt upon the prick of 
Preferment too: Sir Symphony and ſhe are agrecing to 
go to Bed together. | 

L. Su. Well, if it muſt be fo — 

[Gives Sir Symphony her Hand. 

Ld. Mal. Ay, ay, Uncle Symphony, wiſh you joy of my 
Aunt Suſan. 

Sir Sym. You do me the greateſt Honour in the World, 
Madam, - 


Enter Siam. 

Ld. Mal. Gad fo! Here's Siam too, the more the mer- 
rier, we ſhall want Company to dance at all theſe Wed- 
dings: You ſhall be my Partner, Siam. 

Siam. Would I were unmarried, upon the Condition I 
never danc'd at a Wedding again. 

L. Mal. What's the matter now, Siam? 

Siam. = the Captain has been drunkning with my 
Lord all Night, and coming home in one of his damn'd 
old Humours, has beaten me black and blue, and turn 
me out of Doors, | 

| Enter Captain. 

Gay. How's this, Captain? 

L. Tric. and all. We'll pull the old Rogue to pieces; beat 
his Wife! . 

Capt. Why Dolly, Dolly, 2 ſhould bear with the Fail- 
ings of your Lord and Maſter — 

Siam. I do bear with your Failings, you know 1 do, 
you old fumbling Fool you. 

Capt. And not betrng the Secrets of my Dukedom, the 
Myſteries of our Bed and Board, Dolly. 

Siam. I'll be plagu'd with you no longer: Il give you 
a ſeparate Maintenance, and be rid of you. 


Capt. 
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Capt. Ell come in for my Thirds, Dolly, that you know 
the Law will allow me: But let's ſee your ſeparate Main- 
tenance: I marry'd — only to maintain me; who Mar- 
ries an old Woman for any thing elſe? And if I can make 

Maintain me, dye fee, I don't much care whether 


m marry'd to you, or no: But I know your Grievance. 


you would have me begin to propagate, like a Patriarch, 
at threeſcore, and try to do goed in my Generation: But 
who the Devil can de good upon you? You are paſt 
it as well as I; and fo faith let's have a Dance, and agree 
upon Parting in the Morning. 


A DANCE. 
Gay. Well, Granger, you are ſtill to continue a Batche- 


lor, it ſeems. 
Gran. Why, Faith, Sir, tis as much as a Man can do; 
to ſecure a Reputation, in his own keeping ; he need not 
venture it in a Woman's: Eſpecially when ſhe Stakes fo 
little againſt it: For in Miſcarriages of Marriage, we fa. 
your ſtill the weaker Sexes Faults: 
So when the Wife's abus d. or Husband horn d; 
. The Woman's pity'd, but the Cuckold ſcorn'd. 


„ 
n . I 
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EE the Effecls of a poor Maid's Laſt Fray r, 
Driv'n ＋ one but of Husband to deſpair. 


And Ladies, in a Barren Age as this is, 


"Tis hard for all of us to have our Wiſhes. 
She, for a time pretended to a Hit; 
And yet you ſee her Project would not hit: 
Let her Example teach you; there's no Wgmg 
—_— Sparks, to take an — _— 
ear the mg Cares of marry" , 
40 Don ig - on their Neighbours Wives. 
Be Wiſe in time, ſet not too great a Value 
On your fine ſelves, aud ſtill tand, ſhall I, ſhall I. 
For while the Dreams of Coach and Six deceive you, 


The honeſt Squire, deſpis d, may chance to leave you: 


And when poor Maids ave driven to Petition, 
We ſeldom find they better their Condition: 
Yet thus with ſome of you it daily happens, 
You loſe the Beaſt, in hopes to get the Trappings. 
to co to ſtoop below a Top Gallant: 
all pretend to Ride the Elephant: 
As if you had forgot the thing you want. 
Tho” each loſt Hour you paſs a Fiery Trial, 
And ne er refuſe without a Self. denial. 
Led by the Cuſtom of the Sex. you ſirive 
To blind the World, while you your ſelves decerve: 
You may pretend a nice Indifference; 


But Truth muſt ſtill be Truth, while Senſe is Senſe: 


Diſguiſe your Inclinations as you can: 
Yet. every Woman's Buſineſs is 4 Man. 


IE PILOGU E, 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirale. 
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Have ſo many Obligations upon 
me, that to bring in a fair Ac- 
count of my Debts, is all that 
lies in the preſent Power of my 
= Honeſty : In the firſt place, I 
thankfully confeſs my ſelf in- 
debted to the Good-nature of the Town in gene» 
ral: Then, in the deepeſt ſenſe of my Gratitude, 
I] acknowledge the Indulgence and Patronage of 
particular Men of Quality, who were almoſt indu- 
ſtrious and contriving for the Fortune of this 
Play; to make it confiderable to the World in 
its Reputation; and to me, in the Profit of the 
Third Day. I think it becomes every Man's 
Character to be pleas'd with pleaſing others; and 
I know, that to be pleas'd is full as much as 
ought 
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ought to be, upon the Succeſs of any thing that 
I can attempt in this kind; my Poetry will neyer 
run away with me; but the good Fortune of 
finding ſo many Honourable Patrons, I muſt | 
- confeſs, has tranſported me; and if I am a little 
vain now, tis from their good Opinion of me, 
and not from what I think of my ſelf. I took 
the Hint of the Tragical part of this Play, from a 
Novel of Mrs. Bebn's, call'd The Fair Vow- F 
Breaker; you will forgive me for calling it a Hint, 
when you find I have little more than borrow'd | 
the Queſtion, how far ſuch a Diſtreſs was to be 
carry'd, upon the Misfortune of a Woman's ha- Þ 
ving innocently two Husbands, at the ſame time, | 
I have given you a little Taſte of Comedy with it, 
not from my own Opinion, but the preſent Hu- | 
mour of the Town: I never. contend that, be- 
cauſe I think every reaſonable Man will, and 
ought to govern in the Pleaſures he pays for. 1 
had no occaſion for the Comedy, but in the three 
firſt Ads, which Mrs. Bracegirdle particularly di- 
verted, by the beauty and gayety of her Action; 
and tho' I was fond of coming to the ſerious ” 
part, I ſhould have been very well pleas'd (if it 
had been poflible to have woven her into that In- 
tereſt) to have had her Company to the end of 
my Journey. I could not, if I would, conceal 
what I owe Mrs, Barry; and I ſhould deſpair of 
ever being able to pay her, if I did not imagine 

| | that 
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that I have been a little acceſſary to the great Ap- 
plauſe, that every Body gives her, in ſaying ſhe 
out-plays her ſelf; if ſhe does that, | think we may 
all agree never to expect, or deſire any Actor to 
go beyond that Commendation; I made the Play 
for her part, and her part has made the Play for 
me; it was a helpleſs Infant in the Arms of the 
Father, but has grown under her Care; ] gave it 
juſt Motion enough to crawl into the World, but 
by her Power, and Spirit of playing, ſhe has breath'd 
a Soul into it, that may keep it alive. I hope [ 
have, in ſome meaſure, diſcharg'd my ſelf to the 
Publick; but for fear of the worlt, Sir, I have 
brought You for my Security, becauſe I always 
found you in Nature enclining to be reſponſible 
for your Friends ; you have allow'd me that Title, 
and I thank you for it ; but I value my ſelf upon 
your being as heartily diſpos'd to give it, as | was 
deſirous to receive it. I cannot but remember 
ſome Paſſages, that would become your Character, 
and this Dedication of my Friendſhip to you ; but 
I muſt be filent; and "tis the hard part of your 
Favours, that you won't allow *em to be ac- 
knowledg'd; I can never ſpeak enough to my 
Obligation, and never little enough to your Mo- 
deſty ; when I would be Grateful, [ ſhall be Trou- 
bleſom; and | know you too well, to think you 
will be pleas'd with what I can publickly ſay of you. 
Every Man, who knows you, will think I ſay 

very 
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very little, and they, who are to know you, will 
find I have ſaid nothing, You are riſing upon 
the World, and every Creature is the better for 
you, that's near you; and as Jzvezal ſays of his 
Emperor, Sat. 7. Materiamque tibi veſtra indul- 
gentia querit, I may ſpeak of your Virtues, and 
good Qualities, tho* you won't allow me to be a 
Witneſs to the World of the frequent Occaſions 
you have found out to employ em. If Genero- 
ſity with Friendſhip, Learning with ſound Senſe, 
true Wit, and Humour, with good Nature, be 
Accompliſhments to qualifie a Gentleman for a 
Patron, I am ſure [I have lit right in Mr. Ham- 
mond. I have reaſon to think I have made you 
my Friend; and you ſhall have reaſon to believe 
that you have ſecur'd me to be, 


SIR, 


Tour Humble Servant, 


RE % 3 f è Pf“) ñ ß ß OT 


T. SOUTHERN, 


PROLOGUE 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdie. 


9 once a Poet ſettles an ill Name, 
Let him Write well, or ill. tis all the ſame: 


For Criticks now-a-Days, like Flocks of Sheep, 
All follow, when the firſt has made the Leap. 
And, do you Fuſtice, moſt are well enclin d 
To cenſure Faults you know not how to find: 
Some cavil at the Stile, and ſome the Actors; 
For, right or wrong, we paſs for Malefadors. 


2 Some well-bred Perſons carp at the Decorum, 
- As if they bore the Drawing-Room before em. 
. Sometimes your ſeft reſpectful Spark diſcovers, 
. Our Ladies are too coming to their Lovers; 


For they who ſtill purſue, but ne er enjoy, 

In every caſe expect a Siege of Troy. 

There are ſome others too who offer Battel, 

And with their Time, and Place, maul Ariſtotle. 

Alk what they mean, and after ſome Grimace, 

They tell you, Twelve's the Time ; and for the Place, 5 
The Chocolate. Houſe, at the Loooking-Glaſs. | 
To pleaſe ſuch Fudges, ſome have tir'd their Brains, 

And almoſt had their Labour for their Pains: 

After a Twelve-month uainiy ſpent in Plotting, 

Theſe metled Criticks cry tis good for Nothing; 

But wiſer Authors turn their Plots upon you, 

And Plot to prrpoſe when they get your Mony. 


Dramatis 


N. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 

3 M E N. 
Count Baldwin, Father to 

Biron and Carlos, $ Mr. Aynaſion. 
Biron, marry'd to Iſabella 1 

ſu ppos 9D. 8 Mr. Williams. 
| — his younger Brother. Mr. Powell. 

illeroy, in Love with Ja- | FE 

bella, Marries her. Mr. Betterton, 4 
Frederick, a Friend to Carlos. Mr. Verlruggen. 
Fernando, Husband to Julia. Mr. Doggett. i 
Fabian, his Son. Mr. Mich. Lee. 
Faqueline, Frederick's Servant. Mr. Bowen, 


Sampſon, Porter to Count Mr Under bill 1 


.Y 


Baldwin, 

AC hildof IJſabella's by Biron. 

Bellford, a Frierd of Biron's, Mr. Harris. 
Pedro, a Servant to Carlos. Mr. Freeman. 


| WOMEN. 
Iſabella, marry'd to Biron 

and illeroy. $ Mrs. Barry. 
Julia, Wife to Fernando, Mrs. Knight. © 
Victoria, Fernando's Daughter. Mrs. Bracegirdle 
Nurſe to Biron. Mrs. Lee. 
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Officers, Servants, Men and Women. 
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n. SCENE the Street. 


FABIAN. 


Fc an unlucky Accident! ſuch a a 
=—_ Misfortune! * 

Fred. What ist, Fabian ? | 

Fab. A catching Diſtemper; twill 
inf ct every body that comes near 
{ me: The Tokens will appcar on the 

Faces of my Friends, in a Day or - 
too; and all the Profeſſions they have 
Proſperity. will cool into a Compliment of 
ee ; a civil Salutanon of the Hat in haſte; and 
he uſual Form of, Yor humble Servant: Wich 
the hearty Hope of never ice.rg me aga n. 

. E Fred, 
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Fred. This is the old Quarrel between your Father and 


ou. 
7 Fab. Ev'n ſo : My liberal, conſcientious, loving, well- 
diſpos d Father has Lrbid me his Houſe; and civilly de- 
ſu'd me to ſeek my Fortune. | 

Fred. ©, you muſt expect to be diſ-inherited twice or 
thrice, to try your Obedience, before you're the better for 
him. But it happens unluckily at this time: What will 
become of the Ladies? 

Fab. Tis that troubles me: To be turn'd out of Doors, 
when I had honeſtly undertaken the making my Mother- 
m-Law's, and Siſter's Fortune, as well as my own. I 
have promoted the Deſign as far as I could: I hope you 
and Carlos will carry it on. There's a Letter from my 
Siſter [Gives him a Letter] to deſire your Aſſiſtance : I 
_ think ſhe wants nothing but an Opportunity of running 
away with you. | 

Fred. That I have ſettled in a Letter to her. L- 
for his Letter.) 1 have contriv'd her Eſcape, but how to 
ſend it now —— 

- Faq. That, Sir, I think, falls under my Employment: 
Let me alone for the Letter. 

Fab. There's an old Gentleman coming this way will 
certainly deliver it. 

Faq. Gad, and ſo he ſhall: Tis very well thought 
upon: Sir, your. moſt humble Servant. The Letter, the 
Letter, Sir; — III do your Buſineſs, I war- 
rant you. | 

Fred. I have left it unfortunately behind me upon my 
Table: Jaqueline, make haſte and bring it me. 

; Jaqueline runs out. 

Fab. I have it in my Head to be reveng'd of this old 
Fellow: Run away with my Siſter, be ſure, whatever 
you do: Rely upon the old Man's Conſcience to give her 
a Portion: All that I can do for you——is to pray - 
I think there will be no great need of my Prayers) 
he will never — you a Shilling. ¶Aſide. N ol ſup- 
poſe, knows how to behaye himſelf between hand- 
_ Jome ory Lady, my Mother-in-Law, andLa_Cox. / 
. combly Fellow, my Father, When we 


Rr 


— 
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in Rebellion, a general Pardon muſt follow. [ Ext» 
Fernando enters to Frederick. 

Fern. Sure I ſaw juſt now a glimpſe of my Rakely 
Son ſhoot by the Corner there: Hark you, Friend, was 
not one Fabian with you before I came? 

Fred. Your Son Fabian, Sir; he was here but juſt 
now. ; 

Fern, My Son! hum! he may be your Son, if you like 
him; for 1 diſown him. : 

Fred. Ay, ſo 1 hear indeed: Tis a thouſand pities, 2 
pretty Gentleman, as he is 

Fern, A pretty Gentleman! Yes, truly, he's a very 
pretty Gentleman: When you can find nothing that a 
Coxcomb is good for, but to ſpend Mony, you cry, he's 
a pretty Gentleman. What, I ſuppoſe you were with 
him lait Night, a Serenading (as you pretty Gentlemen 
call it;) but in my Language, tis Catterwawling ; good 
for nothing but to diſturb a civil Neighbourhood ; waken 
our Wives into wicked Wiſhes, and put 'em in Mind of 
younger Fellows than their Husbands. 

Fred. You miſtake me, Sir —— | | 

Fern. | don't know whether I miſtake you: But I'm 
ſure, among other his Enormities of laſt Night, had not 
a leſs Raſcal of the Company interpos'd, that Fabian you 
{peak of would have carry'd me bodily away with him, 
in the Caſe of a Baſe Viol. "0 

Fred. Nay, then he is to blame i 

Fern. To blame, do you call it! | 

Fred. 1 hope I ſhall make you a better Son, Sir, if you 
pleaſe to accept of me: I have made my Applications to 
you a great while, | 

Fern. Hold, hold, Sir; I have Plague enough with thoſe 
Children I have already; I want no more, I thank you. 
What, I warrant you, you'll fay I have a — 
Dr _ tr; why, =y well: And every Body will ſay I 

e 


have a m Wife. 

| un eed Sir, every body muſt ſay your Wife 
b mY *. 

. | Por? they ſo? Why how do I know then, 
ent as great a 9 my Wife, as you have 
. 2 "= 
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to my Daughter? you look as if you would rather help to 
bring ſome more Children into my Family, than take an 
out of it: But I ſhall watch you for ſpoiling my Wife's 
Shape, I promiſe you. *Tis very hard upon marry'd 
Men, that's the Truth on't: "Tis a Sin, and a Shame, 
there ſhould be ſo many ways of making a Cuckold ; 
when there are ſo few, or none to prevent it. Now are 
ou going to put ia a long Anſwer to every Particular, 

t I ſhall ſave you the Trouble. [ Going. 

Fred. Sir, I ſhan't think it a Trouble------ 

Fern. To make me a Cuckold? no, no, I believe. 

Fred. You won't underſtand me. 

Fern. I do underſtand you. 

Fred. Then, Sir, I leave the Bulineſs entirely to your 
Prudence to manage according to your Diſcret ian. 

Fern. Is the Devil in the Fellow? becauſe I underſtand 
that he has a Deſign upon my Wife, he ſiys, he leaves me to 
manage it according to my Diſcretion: Why perhaps you 
expect I ſhould pimp for you: Are not you a very impu- 
dent Fellow? or is this your way of proceeding with the 
Husband? From this time forward you ſhall not ſo much as 
ſee my Wife through a double-barr'd Window ; and to put 
you out of all other hopes, I will marry my Daughter very 
ſhortly to a Friend of my owa that will deſerve her. [ Going. 

Fred. Will you reſolve without hearing me? 


Jaqueline enters to em. | 
, I do reſolve to have nothing to 


Fern. Reſo 


ſay to you; to you, nor your Rogue there, that follows 


you. Odd! that Fellow looks very ſuſpiciouſly. 
aq. Sir, Sir, ſay your Pleaſure of my Maſter, or to 
my Maſter; but don't diſparage my Countenance: What 

Fern. Why, I don't like it. 

Faq. Nay, nay, if that be all- 

Fern. But that is not all; I ſay moreover that 75 
be a very impudent Fellow, that can keep ſuch a Fa in 
countenance. n 

Faq. Sir, I would have you to know, 


you are ignorant of, that Whatever you tab 
Sir, I am a Gentleman, Sir. | mn 


have you to ſay to my Face? 


| 
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Fern. Nay, keep your Diſtance, Friend, however. A 
Gentleman, fay you! like enough: Take a Pick-pocket 
into Cuſtody, and upon the firſt Queſtion of his Roguery, 
he ſhall anſwer, I'm a Gentleman. You never hear of a 
Fellow to be hang'd, tho? for ſtealing a clean Shirt, but 
he's a Gentleman; and ſuch a Gentleman I could allow 
you to be, if you were going to the Gallows. 

[Fernando going. 

Faq. What the Devil ſhall I do with my Letter? Sir, 
Sir, under your Favour one word; I your Pardon, 
Sir; if my Maſter has ſaid any thing to diſoblige you —— 
Lord, Sir, you Lovers have bad Memories.-—— [To 
Frederick.) My Maſter has forgot his main Buſineſs 
with you, Sir [To Fernando] You have forgot the Mo- 
ny you came about, Sir. [To Frederick. 
: Fern. Mony, Friend! if you come about Mony, I can 

car you. 

Fred. What Mony do'ſt talk of? I want no Mony. 

Faq. Pray, Sir, pardon me; I am your Steward, and 
know your Wants; you do want------and I want — 
[Shows the Letter, and makes Signs.) Pox on him, be won't 
apprehend me, 

Fred. There's ſomething to be done with that Letter: I 
don't underftand him, but I'll give into't if I can -[ 
ping to Fernando.) I was loath to diſcover it, but the 

ſt Eſtates may want Mony ſometimes: You ſhall have 
what Security 

[Jaqueline pins à Letter to Fernando Coat behind. 

Fern. 1 am for a Mortgage, or nothing —- what a Pox 
do. you mean, gathering about me ſo ? Have you a De- 
ſign upon my Perſon? 

Fred. Fie, fie, Sir; well, you minded what I ſaid? 

Fern, Minded what you ſaid! I thank you, I had more 
occaſion to mind what you did: For ought I know I may 
be robb'd — [Fernando ſearching his Pockets, 

Faq. Of your Daughter, in good time. ¶Aſide. 

Fers. My Pockets may be pickt. 

T4 a ſhort Pipe, and Iron Tobacco- Box. 

ern. Very well, Sir, this Trick won't take. 
Faq. Yes, but it will, Sir. . 
; E 3 Fern. 
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Fern. What then, you deſign'd to abuſe me, to make 
me your Property, your Go-between? ha? what ſhall I 
do for you? have you no Commendation-token of your 


Affection, or ſo, to my Wife, nor Daughter? what, you 


have a Letter; I know. I fhall certainly deliver it. 

Faq. That will be kind, indeed, when my Maſter ſends 
one along with you. | 

Fern, At any time, at any time, 

Fred, I'm glad I know the way. 

Fern. O, you can't mils it by me: You can't find ſuch 
another for your purpoſe, 

Faq. By my troth. I think not, Sir; ha, ha, ha. 

Fern, Do you laugh at your good Fortune already ? 

Faq. I beg your Pardon, Sir, but I muſt laugh. 

Fern. Do, do, try with the filly Gentleman, your Ma- 
er, whether you can laugh me out of my Daughter, or 


no. Exit. 

Faq. 1 think I have bid fair for't. 

Fred, Twas pretty well towards it, to make him carry 
the Letter himielFf. 

Faq. There's no danger of its miſcarrying ; the whole 
Family is in a Conſpiracy againſt him; and whoever gets 
it, will deliver it to Victeria. 

Fred. 1 know Fabian will do any thing that's miſchie- 
vous to aſſiſt me: Go home, and defire him to ſtay fur 
me: Behave yeur ſelf handſomly in this Bufſfeſs, and you 
ſha!] be a Gentleman in earneſt. Who's here? Villerey and 
Carlos: Here, here Faqueline. Dh pers. 

Enter Villeroy and Carlos. 

Car. This Conſtancy of yours will eſtabliſh an immor- 
tal Reputation among the Women. 

Vil. If it wou'd eſtabliſh me with Iſabella —— 

Car. Follow her, follow her : Troy Town was won 
at laſt. - , 

Vil. J have follow'd her theſe ſeven Years, and now 
but live in Hopes. 

Car. But live in Hopes! why, Hope is the ready Road, 
the Lover's Baiting-place, and for ought you know, but 
one Stage ſhort of the Poſſeſſion of your Miſtreſs. 


II. 
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Vil, Put my Hopes, I fear, are more of my own ma- 
king, than hers: And proceed rather from my Wiſhes, 
than any Encouragement ſhe has giv'n me. 

Car. That I can't tell: The Sex is very various: There 
are no certain Meafures to be preſcrib'd, or follow'd, 
in making our Approaches to the Women. All that we 
have to do, I think, is to attempt em in the weakeſt 
part: Prefs em but hard, and they will all fall under the 
neceſſity of a Surrender at laſt. That Favour comes at 
once; and fometimes when we leaſt expect it. 

Vil. 1 ſhall be glad to find it ſo. 

Car. You will find it ſo. Every Place *s to be taken, 
that is not to be reliev'd: She mult comply. 

Vil. I'm going to viſit her. 

Car. What Intereſt a Brother. in- Law can have with 
her, depend upon. a 

Vil. I know your Intereſt, and I thank you. Exit. 

Car. Be ſure of me to help the Marriage forward. 
Why ſo, Frederick, am not I a very honeſt Fellow, to em 
deavour to provide a good Husband for my elder Brother's 
Widow ? 

Fred. A very kind Relation indeed: You'll give your 
Conſent to the Match, where you are to have the Benetit 
of the Bargain. | 

Car. Tho' I have taken care to root her out of our Fa- 
mily, I wou d tranſplant her into Villeroy 's. 

Fred. That has a face of good Nature; but it ſquints 
with both Eyes upon your own Intereſt. 


Car. That Trick I learn'd in the Schools, in your Com- 


pany, when I was a younger Brother, and d for 
the Church. 
Fred. The Church is a very good School: There are 
wiſe Men and Fools of every Foundation: But there are 
Leſſons for every Learner; Doctrines for all Diſciples, and 
calculated to all Capacities, to thrive or ſtarve by, as the 
are able to digeſt em. The Church will teach us to riſe 
in this World, as well as in the next, if we have but 
Grace to follow her Example. 
Car. I think I have taken care to improve the Princi- 
ples I receiv'd from her. What did they turn me into a 
3 E 4 Trade 
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Trade for, but to thrive by the Myſtery? And Cheating is 
the 4% gry 4 in all the Profeſſions I know of. 

Fred. J have a great deal of News for you, about Fer- 
nando and his Family; the Wife and Daughter are in di- 
ſtreſs, we muſt have mercy on em. When you have ſe- 
cur'd the main Matter of Villeroy, and Jſabella; Fulia de- 
fires to fall under your Conſideration. 

Car. I'm fomething buſie at preſent ; but I'll take care 
of ker. ¶Exeunt 


SCENE Fernando's Houſe. 


Enter Julia and Victoria. 


Ful. Here's your Father behind us. 

Vi#, I hope the old Eves-dropper has not over- heard 
me. 
Enter Fernando, with the Note pinn d to his Coat. 

Fern. Who's that dares talk of Love in my Houſe? It 
fha!l be Treaſon to mention it. | 
Ful. Your own jealous Suſpicion ; here's nothing of 
Love in this Houſe to be talk'd of. 

Fern. My own jealous Suſpicion! it may be ſo; how- 
ever, I ſhall take an Occalion to ſearch my Houſe, from 
the Garret to the Cellar; and if I do find any Love in it, 
or any thing towards, to encourage it f 

Via. In the Cellar, Sir! what ſhou'd you find there? 
Cold Meat, and Small-Beer, are no great Provocatives: 
Won't you allow us to Eat and Drink, Father? 

Fern. To Eat and Drink, Father! thou art always cram- 
ming, by thy Good-will: That Jade's Gut wou'd ruin a 
little Fortune ; wou'd any, but 1, were obliged to provide 
for it. Let me fee, I don't know but, ia my Abſence, 

ou may have let in ſome Raſcal or another, and hid 

Ful. Why don't you look under the Table? 

Fern. There's ſomething going forward againſt me, I 
know, Gentlewomen, by your always being together: 
Come, come, what's the Contrivance? Let me know your 


Delign, I'll tell you whether will proſper, or no. 


Ful. 
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Jul. In ſhort Husband, 1 muſt tell you, your Jealouſie 
has quite tir'd me, and I can live no longer under your 
tyrannical Government. 

Fern. Very well; mine is a nnical Government! 
and why, I pray? Becauſe it refu — the Privilege of 
making me a Cuckold: A pretty Privilege truly! and 

ou will plead it as often as you can, no doubt on't: But 
i ſhall watch you. Victoria ſpies the Letter. 

Via. Hey day! what merry Company my Father 
been in? 

Fern. Why, do you find me in fo merry an Humour, 
Miſtreſs? 

Vie. In a Humour to entertain us, I ſee, Sir. Some 
Body has play'd the Rogue with him. ¶ Aſide.] I'll try to- 
read it —— 

Fern. The Spirit of Rebellion has been among you in 
my Abſence, to perſwade you to reſiſt my lawful Autho- 
rity: But whether that Spirit appear'd in the ſimple 
Shape of a Letter only, or in the more lewd Limbs of a 
Lover, you know beſt — 

Ful. I know nothing. [Tuming from him. 

Fern, Look you, Wife, if there is a neceſſity tor doing 
it, do it the cheapeſt way: Your Expreſles, your Letter- 
Carriers, will coſt Mony: Ah! wou'd I cou'd light upon. 
one of thoſe Letter-Carriers, I wou'd ſo pay em. 

Vie. Tis directed to me — I had almoſt ſpoil'd all. 

[ Takes the Letter of: 

Fern. What is that Wench doing behind me there? No - 

od I warrant her, 

Vict. Nothing, Sir, but ſome Fool or other has been 
chalking you upon the Back. [Rubs him. 
Fern. O! 'tw¾Noas that Rogue Frederick's Man: I felt him 
indeed fumbling about me when his Maſter whiſper'd 
me: But I ſhall take an Occaſion to ſcore him over the 

Coxcomb, when I fee him again. 

Via. Did he ſend it, Father? 

Fern, Send what, Daughter! wou'd you have had him- 
ſent any thing? I cou'd do no more, than offer my Ser- 
vice: He did not like the Conveyance, I ſuppoſe; and ſo 


you are diſappointed, 
E * Vid 
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Via. Not I indeed, Father, I'm. not diſappointed; 1 
have as much as I expected, or deſir'd. 

Fern. As much as you expected, or defir'd! 

Vi, What have I to do with him? — 

Fern. Ah! Gypſie! you don't know what you have to 
do with him? Nor you don't deſire to be inſtructed? But 
if you are Ignorant, here's a Woman of Experience: 
Your Mother can inform you, ſhe has ſomething to do | 
with him, if you han't. Get you gone to your ſeveral 
Chambers, go. I'll bring you News from your Fellows: 
Rely upon me for your Intelligence; I'll do your Buſineſs, 
I warrant you. [Thrufts em in before him. 


SCENE tbe Street. : 


Villeroy, with Iſabella and her little Son. 


Iſa. Why do you follow me? You know, I am 
A Bankrupt every way; too far engag'd 
Ever to make Return; I own you've been 
More than a Brother to me, been my Friend ; 
And at a time, when Friends are found no more; 
A Friend to my Misfortunes. 

Vil, I muſt be 
Always your Friend. 

Ja. 1 have known, and found you 
Truly my Friend; and wou'd I cou'd be yours: ; 
But the Unfortunate cannot be Friends: 74 
Fate watches the firſt Motion of the Soul, 5 
To diſappoint our Wiſhes; if we pra ö 
For Blelſings, they prove Curſes in the end, 
To ruin all about us. Pray be gone, 
Take warning, and be happy. 
_ Vil. Happineſs! 
There's none for me, without you: Riches, Name, | 
Health, Fame, Diſtinction, Place, and Quality, f 
Are the Incumbrances of groaning Lite, \ 
To make it but more tedious, without you; 
What ſerve the Goods of Fortune for? to raiſe 
My Hopes, that you at laſt will ſhare em with me. | 
Long Life it ſelf, the Univerſal Prayer, | 


Confirm d, and ſettled in adoring you. 
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And _— Reward of ys — — | 
Wou' ve a Plague to me; to fee you always, 
And covey ſee — ſtill to deſire, 
And never to enjoy! ; 
Ja. I muſt not hear you. 
Vil. Thus, at this awful diſtance, I have ſerv'd 
A ſeven Years Bondage ——Do 1 call it Bondage, 
When I can never wiſh to be redeem'd ? 
No let me rather linger out a Life | 
Of Expectation, that you may be mine; 
Than be reſtor'd. to the Indiflerence 
Of ſeeing you without this pleaſing Pain. 
I've loſt my ſelf, and neyer wou'd be found, 
Bur in theſe Arms. 
Ja. O, I have heard all this! 
— hut muſt no more — the Charmer is no more. 
My bury'd Husband riſes in the Face 
Ot my dear Boy, and chides. me for my ſtay: 
Can'ſt thou forgive me, Child? "Foe; 
Child. Why, have you done a Fault? You cry: as if you 


had: Indeed now, I have done nothing to offend you: 


But if you kiſs me, and look fo very. {ad upon me, I 
cry too. | 
I/a. My little Angel, no, you muſt not cry; 
Sorrow will overtake thy Steps too ſoon; 
I ſhau'd not haſten it. 
Vil. What can I ſay! 
The Arguments that make againſt my Hopes 
Prevail upon my Heart, and fix me more; 
Thoſe pious Tears you hourly throw away 
Upon the Grave, have all their quick ning Charms, 
And more engage my Love, to make you mine; 
When yet a Virgin, free, and indiſpoſed, 
1 loy'd, but ſaw you only with-my Eyes; 
I could not reach the Beauties ef your Soul: 
I have ſince liv'd in Contemplation, * 
And long Experience of your growing Goodneſs :: 
What then was Paſſion, is my Judgment now. 
Thro all the ſeveral Changes of your Life, 


. 
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Ja. Nay, then I muſt be gone: If you're my Friend; 
If you regard my little Intereſt, 
No more of this; ſee, I grant you all 
That Friendſhip will allow: Be ſtill my Friend; 
That's all I can receive, or have to give. 
Pm going to my Father : He needs not an Excuſe 
To uſe me ill; pray leave me to the Trial. 
Vil. I'm only born to be what you wou'd have me: 
The Creature of your Power, and mult obey, 
In every thing obey you. I am going: | 
But all good Fortune go along with you. Exit. 
Ta. I ſhall need all your Wiſhes — [ Knocks. 
Loeckt! and faſt! | 
Where is the Charity that us'd to ſtand, 
In our Forefathers Hoſpitable Days, 
At great Mens Doors, ready for our Wants, 
Like the good Angel of the Family, 
With open Arms taking the Needy in, 
To feed and cloath, to comfort, and relieve em? 
Now even their Gates are ſhut againſt the Poor. 
[She knocks again. 
Enter Sampſon 10 her. 4 
Sam. Well, what's to do now, I trow? You knock as 
loud, as if you were invited; and that's more than I 
hear of: Bur I can tell you, you may look twice about 
you for a Welcome in a great Man's Family, before you 
find it; unleſs you bring it along with you. 
Iſa. J hope, I bring my Welcome along with me. Is 
your Lord at home? > | 
Sam. My Lord at home! 
Iſa Count Baldwin lives here till? 
Sam. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here: And I am 
his Porter: But what's that to the Purpoſe, good Wo- 
man, of my Lord's being at home? If you had enquir'd 
. for Mrs. Comfit, the Houſe: keeper, or had the good For- 
tune to be acquainted wita the Butler, you might have 
what you came for; and I cou'd make you an Anſwer: 
But for my Lord's being at home to every idle Body that 
enquires for him —— _ 
I/a. Why, don't you know me, Friend? 
| SANK 
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Sam. Not I. not I, Miſtreſs; I may have ſeen you be. 
fore, or ſo : But Men of Employment muſt forget their 
Acquaintance; eſpecially ſuch as we are never to be the 
better for. 

[Going to ſhut the Door, Nurſe enters, having over-heardhim 

Nurſe. Handſomer Words would become you, and 
mend your Manners, Sampſon: Do you know who you 
prate to? 

Ia. I'm glad you know me, Nurſe. 

Nurſe. Marry, Heav'n forbid Madam, that I ſhould ever 
forget you, or my little Jewel -----[1ſabella goes in with 
her Child.] Now my Blefling go along with you, where- 
ever you go, or whatever you are about. Fie, Sampſon, 
how could'ſt thou be ſuch a Saracen? A Turk would have 
been a better Chriſtian, than to have done fo barbarouſly 
by ſo good a Lady. 

Sam. Why look you, Nurſe, I know you of old: By 
your good Will you would have a Finger in every bodies 
Pie, but mark the End on't; if I am called to Account 
about it, I know what I have to fay. 

Nurſe. Marry come up here; ſay your Pleaſure, and 
fpare not. Refuſe his eldeſt Son's Widow, and poor Child, 
the Comfort of ſeeing him; ſhe does not trouble him ſo 
often. 

Sam. Not that I am againſt it, Nurſe; but we are but 
Servants you know: We mult have no likings, but our 
Lord's; and muſt do as we are ordered. 

Nurſe. Nay, that's true, Sampſon. 

Sam. Beſides, what I did was all for the beſt : I have 
no ill Will to the young Lady, 2s a Body may fay, upon 
my own account; only that I hear ſhe is Poor; and in- 
deed, I naturally hate your decay'd Gentry : They expect 
as much waiting upon as when they had Mony in their 
Pockets, and were able to conſider us for the Trouble. 

Nurſe. Why, that is a Grievance indeed in great Fami- 
lies; where the Gifts at good. Times are betrer than the 
Wages: It would do well to be reform'd. f 

Sam. But what is the Buſineſs, Nurſe? you have been 
in the Family, before I came into the World: What's 
the Reaſon, pray, that this Daughter-in-Law, who has ſo 
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good a Report in every body's Mouth, is ſo little ſet by, 
by my Lord? 

Nurſe, Why, I'll tell you, Sampſon; more nor leſs; I'll 
tell the Truth, that's my Way, you know, without add- 
ing or diminiſhing. | 

Sam. Ay, mT. Nurſe. 

Nurſe. My Lord's eldeſt Son, Byron by Name, the Son 
of his Boſom, and the Son that he would have loy'd 
beſt, if he had as many as King Pyramus of Troy. 

Sam. How! King Pyramus of Troy! why how many 
had he? | 

Nwſe. Why the Ballet ſings he had fifty Sons: But no 
matter for that. This Biron, as I was ſaying, was a love- 
ly ſweet Gentleman, and indeed, no body could blame his 
Father for loving him: He was a Son tor the King of 
Spain, God bleſs him; for I was his Nurſe. But now 1 come 
to the Point, Sampſon; this Biron, without asking the ad- 
vice of his Friends, hand over head, as young Men will 
have their Vagaries, not having the Fear of his Father be- 
— his Eyes, as I may ſay, wilfully marries this J/a- 

ella. 

Sam. How wilfully ! he ſhould have had her Conſent, 
methinks. 

Nurſe. No, wilfully marries her; and which was worſe, 
after ſhe had ſettled all her Fortune upon a Nunnery, which 
ſhe broke out of to run away with him. They ſay they 
had the Churches Forgiveneſs, but I had rather it had 
been his Father's. 

Sam. Why in good troth, theſe Nunneries, I ſee ro 
good they do. I think the young Lady was in the right, 
to run away from a Nunnery: And I think our young 
Maſter vyas not in the wrong, but in marrying without 
a Portion. | 

Nurſe. That was the Quarrel, I believe, Sampſon: Up- 
on this, my old Lord would never ſee him; dilinherited 
him; took his younger Brother Carlos into favour, whom 
he never car d for before; and at Jaſt forc'd Biron to. go 
to the Siege of Candy, where he was kill'd, 

Sam. A-lack-a-day, poor Gentleman. 


Narſe, 
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Nurſe. For which my old Lord hates her, as if ſhe had 
been the Cauſe of his going thither. ; 
Sam. Alas, alas, poor Lady, ſhe has ſuffer'd for't: She 
bas liv'd a great while a Widow. 
Nurſe. A great while inceed for a young Woman, 
Sampſon, 
Sam. Gad ſo, here they come, I won't venture to be 
ſeen, | - 
Enter Count Baldwin, followed by Iſabella and ber Child: 
C. Bald. Whoever of your Friends directed you, 
Miſguided, and abus'd you, there's your Way 
I can afford to ſhew you out again. 
What could you expect from me? 
Ia. O, I have nothing to expect on Earth! 
But Miſery is very apt to talk: 
I thought I might be heard. 
C. Bald. What can you ſay? 
Is there in Eloquence? can there be in Words 
A recompeniing Pow'r, a Remedy, 
A Reparation of the Injuries, 
The great Calamities, that you have brought - 
On me, and mine? You have deſtroy'd thoſe Hopes 
I fondly rais'd, through my declining Life, 
To reſt my Age upon ; and moſt undene me. 
Iſa. J have undone my {elf too. 
C. Bald. Speak again: 
Say ſtil] you are undone, and I will hear you. 
With Pleaſure hear you. 
Ja. Would my Ruin pleaſe you. 
C. Bald Beyond all other Pleaſures. 
I. Then you are pl:as'd — for I am moſt undone. 
C. 3 8 pray'd but for Revenge, and Heay'n has 
eard, 
And ſent it to my Wiſhes: Theſe Grey Hairs 
Would have gone down in Sorrow to the Grave, 
Which you have dug for me, without the Thought, 
The Thought of leaving you more wretched here. 
Iſa. Indeed 1 am moſt wreighed—— When I loſt 
My Husband —— | ; 


C. Bald, 
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C. Bald. Would he had never been; 
Or never had been yours. 
Va. I then beliey'd 

The meaſure of my Sorrow then was full: 

But every moment of my growing Days 
Makes room for Woes, and adds em to the Sum. 
I loft with Biron all the Joys of Life: 

But now its laſt ſupporting Means are gone: 

All the kind Helps that Heay'n in Pity rais'd, 

In charitable Pity to our Wants, 

At laſt have left us: Now bereft of all, 
But this laſt Trial of a cruel Father, 

To ſave us both from ſinking. O my Child! 
Kneel with me, knock at Nature in his Heart: 
Let the Reſemblance of a once-loy'd Son 

Speak in this little One, who never wrong'd you, 
And plead the Fatherleſs and Widow's Cauſe. 

O, if you ever hope to be forgiven, 
As you will need to be forgiven too, | 
Forget our Faults, that Heav'n may pardon yours. 

C. Bald. How dare you mention Heav'n! call to mind 

Your perjur'd Vows; your plighted, broken Faith 
To Heav'n, and all things holy: Were you not 
Devoted, wedded to a Life recluſe, 

The facred Habit on, profeſt and ſworn 

A Votary for ey:r? Can you think 

The Sacrilegious Wretch, that robs the Shrine, 
In Thunder-proof ? | 

La. There, there began my Woes. 

Let Women all take warning of my Fate, 

Never reſolve, or think they can be ſafe; 
Within the Reach and Tongues of tempting Men. 
O! had I never ſeen my Biron's Face, 
Had he not tempted me, I had not fall'n, 
But ſtill continu'd innocent; and free 
Of a bad World, which only he had pow'r 
To reconcile, and make me try again. 


C. Bald. Your own Inconſtancy, your graceleſs Though 
Debauch'd and reconcil'd you Ns World: ® 
He had no Hand to bring you back again, 


But 
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Rut what you gave him. Circe, you i'd 

Upon his honeſt Mind, transforming him 

From Virtue, and himſelf, into what Shapes 

You had occaſion for; and what he did 

Was firſt inſpir'd by you. A Cloyſter was 

Too narrow for the Work you had in hand: 

Your Buſineſs was more general; the whole World 

To be the Scene : Therefore you ſpread your Charms 

To catch his Soul, to be the Inſtrument, 

The wicked Inſtrument of your curſed flight. 

Not that you valu'd him: For any one, 

Who could have ſerv'd that turn had been as welcome. 
Iſa. O! I have Sins to Heay'n, but none to him. 
C. Bald. Had my wretched Son 

Marry'd a Reggar's Baſtard ; taken her | 

Out of her Rags, and made her of my Blood: 

The Miſchief might haye ceas'd, and ended there. 

But bringing you into a Family, 

Entails a Curie upon the Name, and Houle, 

That takes you in : The only Part of me 

That did receive you, periſh'd for his Crime. 

Tis a Defiance to offended Heay'n, 

Barely to pity you: Your Sins purſue you: 

The heavieſt Judgments that can fall upon you, 

Are your juſt Lot, and but prepare your Doom: 

Expect em, and deſpair — Sirrah, Rogue, 

How durſt thou diſobey me! [To the Porter. 
Iſa. Not for my felt — for I am paft the hopes | 

Of being h:ard — but for this Innocent 

And then I never will diſturb you more. 

C. Bald. I almoſt pity the unhappy Child: 

But being yours — 

Ia. Look on him as your Son's; 

And let his Part in him anſ-ver for mine. 

O ſave, defend him, ſave him from the Wrongs 

That fall upon the Poor. 

C. Bald It touches me 
Aad I will fave him But to keep him ſafe 
Never come near him more. 


I/s. 
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Iſa. What! take him from he! 
No, we muſt never part: 'tis the laſt hold 
Of Comfort J have left, and when he fails 
All goes along with him: O! could you be 
The Tyrant to divorce Life from my Life? 
] live but in my Child. 
No, let me pray in vain, and beg my Bread 
From Door to Door, to feed his daily Wants, 
Rather than always loſe him. 

C. Bald. Then have your Child, and feed him w:th 

your Prayer, 

You, Raſcal, Slave; what do I keep you for? 
How came this Woman in? 

Sam. Why indeed, my Lord, I did as good as tell her 
before, my Thoughts upon the matter 

C. Bald. Did you ſo, Sir? now then tell her mine: 
Tell her I ſent you to her. Thruſts him towards her. 
There's one more to provide her. 

Sam; Good my Lord, what I did was in perfect Obe- 
dience to the old Nurſe there: I told her what it would 
come to. | 

C. Bald. What! this was a Plot upon me. Mumper, 
you, were you in the Conſpiracy? be gone, go all toge- 
ther; I have provided you an Equipage, now ſet, up 
when you pleaſe. She's old enough to do you Service: I 
have none for her. The wide World lics before you: Be 
gore take any Road, but this, to beg or ſtarve in: 1 

be glad to hear of you: But never ſee me more, 
5 [He drives em off before him. 
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Euter Villeroy and Carlos. 


Cer. THE Part I a& in your Intereſt, goes againſt 
the grain of my good Nature and Conſcience : 
But ſince tis neceſſary to your Service, and wil! be my 
Siſter's Advantage in the End, I'm better reconcil d to 
It. 
Fil. My - Intereſt! 
O never think I can intend to raiſe 
An Intereſt from 1/abela's Wrongs. 
Your Father may have intereſted Ends, 
In her undoing: But my Heart has none, 
Her Happineſs muſt be my latereſt, 
And that I would reſtore. 
Car. Why ſo I mean. 
Theſe Hardſhips that my Father lays upon her, 
I'm forry for; and wiſh I could prevent: 
But he will have his Way. | 
Since there was nothing to be hop'd from her Proſperi- 
ty, the Change of her Fortune may alter the Condition 
of her Thoughts, and make at laſt tor you, 
Vil. She is above her Fortune. 
Car. Try her again. Women commonly love accord- 
ing to the Circumſtances they are in. 
vil, Common Women may. 
Car. Since you are not acceſſary to the Injuſtice. you 
2 be perſwaded to take the Advantage of other Peoples 
imes. 
Vil, 1 muſt deſpiſe all thoſe Advantages, 
That indirectly can advance my Love. 
No, tho' I live but in the hopes of her, 
And languiſh for th' Enjoyment of thoſe hopes; 
I'd rather pine in a conſuming Want 
Of what I wiſh, than have the Bleſſing mine, 
From any Reaſon, but conſenting Love, 
O! let me never have it to remember; 
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I cou'd betray her, coldly to comply: 

When a clear, generous Choice beſtows her on me, 
I know to value the unequal'd Gift : 

I wou'd not have it, but to value it. 

Car. Take your own way: Remember, what I offer'd 
came from a Friend. 

Vil. 1 underſtand it fo. I'll ſerve her for her ſelf, with- 
out the thought of a Reward. Exit. 

Car. Agree that Point between you. If you marry her 
any way, you do my Buſineſs. 

Enter Frederick and Jaqueline to him. 

Fred, Well, all goes well, I hope. 

Car. As I cou'd wiſh. I can't ſtay with you: I muſt 
be near, if occaſion be, to lend a helping Hand: When 
this Marriage is over, I defign to come in for a ſnack of 
Fernando's Family. Exit. 

Fred. The more the merrier, his Wife ſays. I hope to 
. diſpoſe of the Daughter my ſelf. 

Fag. You Men of Intrigue are commonly look'd upon 
to be the idle part of Mankind, that have nothing to do: 
Now I am of a contrary Opinion — 

Fred. Why ſo, Faqueline? 

Faq. Becauſe a right good W horemaſter is never at the 
end of his Buſineſs. 

Enter Fabian in à Friar's Habit. 
Fred. How ! Fabian turn'd Friar! 
Fab. As you (ce, Frederick; you will all come to a ſe- 
rious Senſe of your Sins, one time or another, as I have 
done. I have had a good Father, and I have been an un- 
gracious Boy to him; that's the truth on't. Therefore 
to make him what Satisfaction I can, for my paſt Faults, 
I have taken this Habit, with an Intention to pray for 

———— 

Fred. Why thou art not mad, Fabian? 

Fab, Not mad of a Monaſtery, I aſſure you, I am ne- 
ver the nearer being a Saint, for putting on the Habit of 
Piety! The Profeſſion and the Practice of it are two 
things in the Schools; and wiſe Men diſtinguiſh 'em into 
ſeyeral Intereſts. In ſhort, I have told our honeſt Abbot 
the whole Hiſtory of my Father's Iealouſie, G, 
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and Hard-heartedneſs to his Wife and Children: He, good 
Man, making it a point of Conſcience to contribute as 
much as he can to a Work of Charity, has given me leave 
to put on this Habit, for the carrying on the Method of 
his Cure. : 

Fred. But what do you propoſe by this? 

Fab. Why, I propole that every Body ſhall be the bet- 
ter for it, but my Father. For, upon the Credit of this 
my Reformation, believing, from my Cloathing, that I 
ſhall have no more Occaſion for the Tranſitory things of 
this World, his Pocket will plead for me, and the old 
Fellow take me into Favour again. 

Fred. That's ſomething indeed. 

Fab. Then, in the firſt place, if you miſcarry to Night 
in your Delign upon my Siſter, I thall be able to dcli. ec 
a Letter, and bring it about another time. 

Fred. Very,well. 

Fab. Secondly, I intend to put the Means honeſtly into 
my Mother's Hands, to make my Father a Cuckold, if 
ſhe pleaſes. | 

Jag. Theſe are very good Reaſons indeed, Sir. 

Fab. Beſides theſe Adyantages to the Publick, I have a 
private Reaſon of my own, to-be revenz'd upon the Per- 
{on of the old Gentleman. I mult not d:;cover too much 
of my Contrivance, for fear of leſſening the Pleaſure in 
bringing it about I ſhall have occation of ſom? witty 
Rogue, that can be miſchievous, when there's no dan- 

er: I think that's pretty near your Character, Faque- 


me 
faq O, Sir, you do me too much Honour. 

Fab. Can't you ſpare him a little? 

Fred. Not well to Night: To-Morrow——— 

Fab, Will do my Buſineſs. I have one part of my 
Farce, the Friars will ſcruple a little: Jaqueline mult act 
that: The whole Fraternity are concern'd in my Piot, I 
aſſure you. 

Faq. I'm glad to hear that, Sir; I love a Not where 
the Clergy's concern'd: They will always be ſure of the 
Benefit, without the danger of the beating: I am mainly 
of their Principles, ; 

F. 6. 
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Fab. I am ſomething in haſte at preſent : | 
To- Morrow you ſhall know more. [ Exennt. 


SCENE Ifabella's Hoxſe. 


Enter Iſabella and Nurſe, Iſabella's little Sen at Play upon 
the Floor. 


Iſa. Sooner, or later, all things paſs away, 
And are no more: The Beggar and the King, 
With cqual Steps, tread forward to their End: 
Tho' they appear of different Natures now; 
Not of the {ame day's work of Providence; 
They meet at laſt; the reconciling Grave 
Swallows Diſtinction firſt, that made us Foes, 
Then all alike lie down in Peace together. 
When will that hour of Peace arrive for me! 
In Heav'n I ſhall find it — not in Heay'n, © 
If my old Tyrant Father can diſpoſe 
Of things above — but, there, his Intereſt 
May be as poor as mine, and want a Friend 
As much as I do here. | [MWeeping. 
z Nurſe. Good Madam, be comforted, 

Iſa. Do I deſerve to be this out-caſt Wretch? 
Abandon'd thus, and loſt? But 'tis my Lot, 

The Will of Weav'n, and I muſt not complain: 

I wonnot for my ſelf: Let me bear all 

The violence of your Wrath ; but ſpare my Child: 
Let not my Sins te viſited on him: 

They are; they muſt; a general Ruin falls 

On every thing about me: Thou art loſt, 

Poor Nurſe, by being near me. 

Nurſe. 1 can work, or beg, to do you ſervice. 

TA. Cou'd I forget 
What I have been, 1 might the better bear 
What ! am deſtin'd to: I'm not the firſt 
That. are been wretched : But to think how much 
. Thave den happier! — Wild hurrying Thoughts 
Start every way irom my diſtracted Soul, 

To find cut Hope, and only meet Deſpair. 
What Anſwer have 1? | 
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Enter Sampſon. 
Sam. Why truly very little to the purpoſe : Like a Few 
2s he is, he ſays you have had more already, than the 
Jewels are worth: He wiſhes you wou'd rather think of 
redeeming em, than expect any more Mony upon em. 
Iſa. Tis very well —— Exit Sampſon. 
So: Poverty at home, and Debts abroad! 
My preſent Fortune bad; my Hopes yet worſe! 
What will become of me! —— n 
This Ring is all l' re left of Value now: 
Twas given me by my Husband: His firſt Gift 
Upon our Marriage: I have always kept it. 
With my beſt Care, the Treaſure next my Life: 
And now but part with it, to ſupport Life: „% 
Which only can be dearer, Take it Nurſe, 
*'T will ſtop the cries of Hunger for a time; 
Provide us Bread; and bring a ſhort Reprieve, 
To put off the bad day of Beggary, 
That will come on too ſoon. Take care of it: 
Manage it, as the laſt remaining Friend, 
That would relieve us. [Exit Nurſe.] Heay'n can only tell 
Where we ſhall find another —— My dear Boy! 
The Labour of his Birth was lighter to me 
Than of my Fondneſs now; my Fears for him 
Are more, than in that Hour of hovering Death, 
They cou'd be for my ſelf — He minds me not. 
His little Sports have taken up his Thoughts : 
O may they never feel the Pangs of mine. 
Thinking will make me mad: Why mutt I think, 
When no Thought brings me Comtort? * 
Nurſe returns. 
Nurſe. O Madam! — are utterly ruin'd, and undone, 
our Creditors of all Kinds are come in upon you: They 


ve muſter d up a Regiment of Rogues, that are come 


to plunder your Houſe, and ſeize upon all you have in the 
World, they are below, what will you do, Madam ? 
1/a. Do! nothing, no, for I am born to ſufffr. 
Enter Carlos 10 her. 
Car. O Siſter! can I call you by that Name, 
And be the Son of this inhuman Man, 


Inyeterate 
l 


Inveterate to your Ruin? Do not think 
I am a- kin to his Barbarity : 
I muſt abhor my Father's Uſage of you: 


And from my bleeding honeſt Heart, muſt pity, : 


Pity your loſt Condition. Can you think 
Of any way, that I may ſerve you in? 
But what enrages moſt my Senſe of Grief, 


My Sorrow for your Wrongs, is, that my Father, 


Fore-knowing well the Storm that was to fall, 
Has order'd me, not to appear for you. 

Ia. I thank your Pity ; my poor Husband ſell 
For diſobeying him: Do not you ſtay : 
To venture his Diſpleaſure too for me. 

Car. Ygu muſt reſolve on ſomething —— 

Ja. Let my Fate 
Determine for me; I ſhall be prepar'd. 

The worſt that can befall me, is 10 die: 

When once it comes to that it matters not 
Which way tis brought about: Whether I ſtarve, 
Or hang, or drown, the End is till the ame ; 
Plagues, Poiſon, Famine, are but ſeveral Names 
Of the ſame thing, and all conclude in Death, 
But ſudden Death! O for a ſudden Death, 
To cheat my Perſecutors of their Hopes, 

Th' expected Pleaſure of beholding me 

Long in my Pains, lingring in Miſery, 

It wonnot be; that is deny'd me too. 

Hark, they are coming; let the Torrent roar : 
It can but overwhelm me in its fall; 

And Lite and Death are now alike to me. 
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[Exit. 


[ Exeunt, the Nurſe leading the Child. 
8 CEN E opens, and ſhews Carlos and Villeroy 


with the 0 Hieers. 


il. No farther Violence - 
The Debt in all is but four thouſand Crowns ; 
Were it ten times the Sum, 1 think you know 
My Fortune very well can anſwer it. 
You have my Word for this: I'll ſee you paid. 


of, 
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Off. That's as much as we can deſire: So we have 
the Mony, no matter whence it comes. 
vil. To-Morrow you ſhall have it. 
Car. Thus far all's well —<-  « 
Enter Iſabella, and Nurſe with the Child. 
And now my Siſter comes to crown the Work. [ Aſide. 
a. Where are theſe rav ning Blood-hounds, that purſue 
In a full cry, gaping to ſwallow me? 
I meet your 1 come to be devour d: 
Say, which way are you 42 of me? 
To Dungeons, Darkneſs, ! 
Car. Have Patience, 
Ia. Patience! a 
. You'll excuſe us, we are but in our Office ; Debes 
muſt be paid. = 1 i 
Ia. My Death will pay you adtedly. 
Of: While there is 20 © be hed, People will have 
C1 ˙ Gandile Kagan 
Vid. Tis t they ; pray be gone. | 
To- 2 y — F [Exexnt Officers. 
I/a. What of to-Morrow ? 
Am I then the Sport, 
The Game of Fortune, and her laughing Fools? 
The common Spectacle, to be expos'd 
From Day to Day, and baited for the Mirth 
Of the lewd le? Muſt I be reſerv'd 
For L Afflictions? 
Vil. For long Happineſs 
Of Life, I hope. a 
Iſa. There is no Hope for me. 
The Load grows light, when we reſolve to bear: 
I'm ready tor my Trial. 
Car. Pray be calm 
And know your Friends. 
Ia. My Friends! Have I a Friend? 
Car. A faithful Friend; in your extreameſt Need 
Villeroy came in to fave you, _— 
Ia. Save me! How? 
Car. By ſatisfying all your Creditors, 
Ja. Which way? for what? 
wt 1 


Vol. II. 
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Vil. Let me be underſtoo], 
Aid then condemn me: You have giv'n me leav 
To be your Friend; and in that only Name, 
1 row appear before you, I could wiſh, 
There had been no occaſion of a Friend; 
Becauſe I know you ſhy to be oblig'd; 
Arid ſtill more loath to be oblig'd by me. 
Ia. *Twas that I would avoid —— [ Aſide, 
Vil. I'm moſt unha Py. that my Services 
Can be ſuſpected, to ign upon you; 
I have no farther Ends than to redeem you 
From Fortunes Wrongs; to ſhew my ſelf at laſt, 
What J have long profeſs'd to be, your Friend: 
Allow me that; and to conyince you more, 
That I intend only your Intereſt, 
Forgive what I have done, and in amends 
Uf that can make you any, that can pleaſe you) 
I'll tear my ſelf for ever from my Hopes; 
Stiffle this ov ry, Paſſion in my — 4 
That has ſo long broke out to trouble you: 
And mention my unlucky Love no more. 
Iſa. This Generoſity will ruine me —— ¶Aſide. 
Vil. Nay, if the — of my looking on you 
Diſturbs your Peace, I will do all I can 
To keep away; and never ſee you more. 
Car. You muſt not go. 
Vil. Could I/abella ſpeak 
Thoſe few ſhort Words, I ſhould be rooted here: 
And never move but upon her Commands. 
Car. Speak to him, Siſter, do not throw away 
A Fortune that invites you to be happy. 
In your Extremity 22 your Love; 
And has deſery'd it nobly. Think upon 
Your loſt Condition, helpleſs and alone. 
Tho now you have a Friend, the Time muſt come 
That you wi!l want one; him you may ſecure 
To be a Friend, a Father, Husband to you. 
Ja. A Husband! 926 
Car. You have diſcharg'd your Duty to the Dead 
And to the Living; tis a Wilfulneſs 1 8 


Nat 


- 
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Not to give way to your Neceſſities, 
That force oy to R * " N 
urſe. What m me of t r Innocence? 
_—_ * [To the Child. 
Car. He wants a Father to protect his Youth, 
And rear him up to Virtue. You muſt bear 
The future Blame, and anſwer to the World, 
When you refuſe the eaſie honeſt means 
Of taking care of him. 
Nurſe. Of him, and me, | 
And every one, that muſt depend upon you: 
Valeſs you pleaſe now to provide for us, 
We mult all periſh. 
Car. Nor would I preſs yu 
1/a. Do not think I need 
Your Reaſons, to confirm my Gratitude. 
I have a Soul that's throughly ſenſible, _ 
Of your great Worth, and buſie to contrive, [To Vil. 
If poſſible, to make you a Return, | 
Vil. O! eaſily poſſible | 
Ia. It cannot be your way: My Pleaſures are 
Bury'd, and cold in my dead Husband's Grave. 
And I ſhould wrong the Truth, my ſelf, and you, 
To ſay that I can ever love again. 
I owe this Declaration to my ſelf: 
But as a Proof that I owe all to you, 
If after what I've ſaid, you can reſolye | 
To think me worth your Love — where am I going? 
You cannot think it; tis impoſſible. ; 
Vil. Impoſſible! 
Iſa. You ſhould not ask me now, nor ſhould I grant. 
I am fo much oblig d, that to conſent 
Wou'd want a Name to recommend the Gift. 
'T would fhew me poor, indebted, and compell d, 
Deſigning, mercenary ; and I know | 
You would not wifh to think I could be bought. 
Vil. Be bought! where is the Price that can pretend 
To bargain for you? Not in Fortune's Power. 
The Joys of Heav'n, and Love, muſt be beſtow'd: 
They are not to be ſold, and cannot be deſery d. 
F 2 „„ 
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Iſa. Some other time I'll hear you on this Subject. 

Vil. Nay, then there is no time ſo fit for me. [Following ber 
Since you conſent to hear me, hear me nor; 
That you may grant: "You are above 
Tbe little Forms, which circumſcribe your Sex. 
We differ but in Time, let that be mine. 

** You think fit 

To get the better of me, and you ſhall; 

Since you will have it fo—1 will be yours. 

'Vil. I take you at-your Word. 


J ve you all, 

My Tun, and would I had a Heart to give: 
Bur if it ever can return again, 
Tis wholly yours. 

vil. O — of Joy! 
Leave that to me. 1 all m W 
If prof] Days, and kind i indulging Nights, 
If all that Man can fondly ſay, or do, 
Can — x pony Love ſhall be born again. 
O Carlos? now my Friend, and Brother too. 
And Nurſe, I have eternal Thanks for thee. 


Send for the Prieſt —— [Nurſe goes ont in haſte, 
This Night you muſt be mine. 
Let me command in this, and all my Life 
Shall be devoted to you. 
Ja. On your Word 
Never 3 me to put off theſe Weeds, 
Which become my melancholy Theughts, 
You ſhall command me. 


Vil. Witneſs Heav'n and Earth 
Againſt my Soul, when I do any thing 
To give you a Diſquiet. 
Car. l "lo to wiſh you Joy. 
Vil. You'll be a Witneſs of my Happineſs ? 
Car. For once I'll be my Sifter's Father, 
And pive her to you. 
Vil. Next my Iſabella, 
«Be near my Heart: I am for ever yours. ' [Exeunt, 


SCENE 


Or, The Innocent Adultery. 125 


SCENE the Street before Fernando's | Houſe; 
Enter Frederick and Jaqueline, with a Dark-Lanthorn, and 
Ladder of Ropes. 


Fred. Well! this is the Time; and that's the Windowe- 

Faq. And here is a Ladder to put her in mind of ber 
Fortune. ' | 

Fred, How's that, Sirrah? | ey” 

Faq. Why, Lord Sir, if the Gentlewoman be mad e- 
nough to run away from her Father, u — account, 
ſhe'll - the Frolick a little farther, in a Fortnight, and 
hang her ſelf, upon her own. 

Fred, Why, you Rogue, I'm in love with her. 

Faq. I am but your poor Servant, Sir, and if you com- 
mand me to believe you, tis another thing. But I know 
what your Love commonly ends ig —— | 

Fred. In what, Sir? | | 

Faq. In a Week, Sir; but that's her Buſineſs, and not 
mine; unleſs the Spirit of her Revenge riſes upon the 
folly of her Pride, and frightens her into the Conſidera- 
tion of your humble Servant Faqueline. - | 
| Fred; Ol You are witty, Sir! The Window opens. 

ictoria above; 4 Night-Gown over her Mans Cloaths. 
0 —o—— 

Via. Here am I, expecting the good Hour, Boy or 
Girl, chuſe you whether, ſo we once but come toge- 

Faq. Here's your Deliverance in a Halter, Madam, a 
Ladder of Ropes for you. | [Thrown up to hey. 

vid. 1 had rather have it in a Halter, than ſtay where 
I am: Give it me. 

Fred. Be ſure you faſten it above. 

Vi. Any thing to get looſe below. 

Faq. O the Diſcretion of a Girl! She will be a Slave to 
any thing that has not a Title to make her one. If m 
Maſter does commit Matrimony, which he is not mu 
addicted to, tis but ing a Father for a Husband; 
remoying from one Pri 


to another; but that has ap- 
F 3 a pearance 


% 
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earance of Liberty for the time, tho it ends in a worſe 
at laſt. 

Vict. Well! The Ladder that is to convey me is ready; 
before I part with this World *twould be but reaſo- 


*nable to have a little Conſolation to encourage my Jour- 


ney to the next. What am I to truſt to when I come 
Faq. My Maſter, Madam; my Maſter, what ſhould 
you truſt to? You can't truſt an honeſter Gentleman. 
who, to my Knowledge, will more infallibly break his 
Word with you. [ Aſide. 
Fred. What ſhould you: truſt to, but your ſelf, Child? 
Rely upon your Beauty: 'T were a diſparagement of that, 
to talk of Conditions, when you are certain of making 
your-own Terms, L 
Vid. Nay, now is my Time indeed; and 'twill be my 
own Fault if I don't: I ſhall ſhift, as my Neighbours 
Daughters have done before me, if I am left to the wide 
World. But Frederick, as to your Particular. 
Fred, Why, my Particular is at your Service, and pray 
come down and be fatisfied; Lord here's ſuch ado to per- 
ſuade a Woman to her Liberty. 3 8 
Vic. I'm anſwer d, I'm anſwer d, and coming down 


as faſt as I can: Any thing to get rid of this Father. 


7 F a. ci 2 2 „L. 


| Window. l 
Fern. Say you ſo, Gentlewoman? ©, © 
Vit. Undone, and ruin d! what ſhall do! 
Fern. I'll tell you what you fhalf do; get you in, Huſſy, 


. Now will 1 onate t ; | oun Y 
— by that means er U g g Jade; 
. Jag. What's that! | "PL ., 8 | 
Fred. —— what? Where? 
"Faq. There's certainly a Noiſe at the Window above: 
Ill turn the blind ſide ef ng Lanthoru, for fear — * 4 
diſcoyered. | | 
10101144. —— r . 
Fern. Ay, ay. G | | Lone | 


* 


Fred, Where are you, my Dear? 


% 


Fern, 


— 
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Fern. I am here, my Dear, | | 

Faq. Are you ſure you are there, Madam? For my 
Heart miſgives me moſt plaguily about this Father of 
yours. | 1 

Fern. Does it ſo, Rogue enough? [A7de. 

Faq. You had beſt make haſte: Old Argus will have an 
Eye upon you, and then —— 

Fred. You'll ſlip your Opportunity. 

Fern. III lay hold on't —and your Ears, when 1 
come within reach of em. [Afede , 

Fred. Are you 7 

Fern. Now, ſpeak ſoftly. [Fernando goes down the Ladder. 

Fred. Look you to the Ladder: Til call the Chair to 
carry her off, | [Exiz. 

Faq. Ill lead you to my Maſter, Madam: pray give 
me your Hand, 

Fern, There tis for you —— [Strikes him. 

Faq. By my troth, and ſo tis; but not quite ſo ſoft, 
as might be expected from a Lady: Sure you, or I, are 
— Madam. [Looks upon him with his Lanthorn.| 
Mercy upon me! What J ſee? 

Fern. Why, what do you ſee? You ſee the Party you 
expected to ice ; don't you, Sirrab? 

Faq. The Devil, the Devil, the Devil. 

[Crying out, and running about. 

Fern, You lye, you lye like a Rogue, I am none of 
the Devil, but I will make a Devil o you before I have 
done with you: I'll diſappoint you of a Halter, and fend 
you a nearer way than you thought of. Have at you. 

[Preſenting a Blunderbuſs at him, Jaqueline falls, Frę- 
derick runs and diſarms Fernando. | 

Fred. Deliver us from a Blunderbuſs. 

Faq. O Lord, Sir, a thouſand Thanks to you: I am 
not perfectly ſatisfied whether he has kill'd me, or no; 
but if I am Dead, I ſhall be glad to hear the old Rogue 
was hang'd for me. 7 

Fred. Who are you that wou'd Murder my Servant ? 

Fern, One that wau'd do as much for his Maſter, 
ht Oh! he's the Devil of a Fellow; take care of 


F 4 Fred. 
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Fred. Fernando! how came you here? 

Fern, Why, your Miſtreſs, and my damn'd Daughter, 
not being quite ready to run away with you, defir'd me 
ro make her Excuſe, and come down in room to re- 
ceive you. . 

151 My Reception was a little extraordinary: P 
take you. 

Fern. I beg your Pardon Gentlemen, I am a little un- 
provided at preſent to entertain you ; but my Servants 
are up in the Houſe, I'll get them together as faſt as I 
can, and then you ſhall be ſure of a welcome. 

Fred. Uulucky Diſappointment ! | 

Fern. No, no, no Diſappointment in the World: 
but a little, I'll bring my Daughter my ſelf to you; you 
ſhan't be diſappointed. [Victoria in Mans Cloaths opens the 
Door, comes forward and meets Fernando.] How's this! my 
Door open! and a Man come out of my Houſe ! Who 
_ ou? What 2 have the Ege To hy 

old upon him: I you in the King's Name to ſe- 
cure him---Thieves, Thieves [Calling out. 
— As you are Gentlemen protect me; I am no 
Fred. How do we know that, Friend? Tis very ſuſpi- 


CIOUS.---=- 
Fern. Ay, ay, they are your Accomplices-----I ſhall be 
with 2 * Thieves. 8 [Goes in. 


Vict. If you don't find me worth your Protection, 
when you know me, do what you — with me. 

Faq. That's fair enough, Sir; we had beſt draw off in 
time, the Houſe will riſe upon us. 

Fred. A Pox on this unlucky Adventure. Poor Victoria 
ſhe muſt pay for all. [Exeunt. 

| Fernando returns. 

Fern. Fire, Fire, you'll be burnt in your Beds; will 

no Body come to me? Thieves, Thieves. 
[Several Servants run in. 

Serv. Where, where ? * 

Fern. How came my Doors open? Where's my Wife? 
Bid my Daughter come down. I have loſt I don't 


know what I have loſt, They may be W 


1 . 


„ 


r 


1 
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the Government for ought I know; run every way to 
apprehend em. [Servants run about the Stage. 
5 Serv. This way, this way. IC. 


The SCENE chavger. 


Enter Frederick, Victoria, and Jaqueline. * 

Faq, A little of the old Rogue's broad Gold would 
have purchas'd your Pardon if you had robb'd him: I 
was in LUA | A 

Vie. My Deſign lay another way, I aſſure 

Fred. Bur that — not ite — | 

Vie, Why, faith, yes, if you pleaſe. I am ſo much 
oblig'd to you for my Deliverance, I'll make nothing 
Secret to you. 

Fred, Nay, Sir, if it be a Secret X 

Faq. Twere not worth telling Sir, if it were not 


Secret, | 
Vie. It is a Secret, as indeed ey ing ought to beg. 
when there's a Woman in the eats OI I 
Fred. Is there a Woman ia the caſe then? . 
Via. A very pretty Woman; but you are a Man of Ho- 


nour. | 
Faq. That he is upon my word, Sir; my Maſter is as 
good at a Lady's Secret as you can be, and will betray it 
to no body-----before he has diſcover'd it himſelf. [ 4/ide. 
Via. And therefore I will honeſtly owa to you, that 
my Buſineſs was with Victoria, Fernando's Daughter, 
Fred. With Victoria! 8 
Faq. This Fool will diſcover himſelf to his Rival. - Aſide. 
Fred. Does Victoria know of your Buſineſs? 
Via, Know of my Buſineſs! Why, I make Love to 
her. I have had an Intrigue with her theſe three Months: 
I am almoſt tir d of her. I lye with her every Night in 
her Father's Houſe, and the Devil's in't if ſhe is not ac-. 
quainted with my Buſineſs. | 
Faq. It muſt be your fault, if ſhe is not, that's certain. 
Via. Now you muſt kuow her Father is jealous of e- 
wy body for her, but me; there's one Frederick has - 
deſign upon her, ſhe has DR ſome Encouragement - 
* of 


', 
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of late, fer the fake of her Liberty. I thank her, ſhe has 
ought him fitter for the Fortune of her Husband than I 

mould be; ſhe deſigns to Marry him, good Man, for her 

Convenience; and I am to continue upon all occaſions of 

Pleaſure, as 1 tell you, Sir, her Ladyſhip's humble Servant. 
Fred. You will have a rare time on't with this Fool of 

2 Husband. 

1 vic. I ſhall manage him, I warrant you; do you know. 
m? . 


Fred, J have ſeen him. 
Faq, I have the Honour to know him a little too. 
; [Pulling his Maſter by the Sleeve. 
Vie.” And what do you think of him? Does he pro- 
miſe to be a Cuckold by his Conntenance ? 
Fred. Why, faith, no, I thought not. 
Faq. But there's no faith in Faces, you know, Sir. 
Feed, It ſeems ſo indeed by what this Gentleman has 
told us; but Sir, do you know your Cuckold? This Fre- 
} derick ? 
M1 Vict. Ay, Sir, I know him. 
MH Fred. Hold up your Lanthorn, Faqueline. 
it [The Lanthorn held up to Frederick Face. 
Vict. Bleſs me! who are you? 
1 Fred. That very Man, the Frederick you ſpeak of, your 
| | Ouckold that is to be. 
f 


Via. Say you ſo, Sir, why then you are obliged to me 
for. telling your Fortune betorehand ; you may avoid it if 
you pleaſe ;-I have given you warning. 

Fred. But I muſt reward you for your care of me. 

Faq. Tis a pretty impudent Fellow, and I'm ſorry for 
him. 1 ä [Aſide. 
Fred. Look you, Sir, if I believ'd any thing that you 
. have ſaid of Victoria, I wou'd not think you worth a beat- - 
f ing upon her Account: I wou'd leave you to your Vani- 
it ty, 2nd her to the Folly of throwing her ſelf away upon a 

| 


uch a Raſcal; but I know you lye; yet I'll uſe you bet- 
dor than you deſerve — Draw —— [ Draws. 
10 Vici. Not in the dark; beſides you are two to one, 1 
; ſcorn to recant what I ſaid; and to-Marrow as ſoon as 
you pleaſe . | 

: Fred. 
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Fred. J ſhan't with you ſo, you ſhall go home 
with me to Night, -chat I may be Lie of you in the 
Morning. 

Via. With all my Heart; you know me well enough, 
and when you ſee my Face 


Fred. Pray let us ſee it ; 
queline holds the Lauthorn to her Face. 


4 

Vik. You will are that I am more ——a—— Wo- 
man of Honour, than to refuſe a Gentleman any reaſona- 
ble Satisfaction [Ina ſoft Voice. 

Fred. May I believe my Eyes! Vidoria ! 

Vic. Now I won't part with you, Sir; what ſay you? 
Shall I go home with you to Night, that you may be 
ſure of me in the Morning? 

Fred. I will be ſure of . to Night, Child. 

Vie. No, not to Night; nothing in the dark, as I told 
you before. 

Fred. J am confounded at your Eſcape; your manner 
of making it; your Father's coming down upon us; your 
Man's Cloaths; and a—— 

Viet Never wonder at a Woman's Invention: We have 
Wit enough for our own Affairs, I warrant you. In a 
Deſign of pleaſing our ſelves, you find, one way or other 


we bring it about. 


Fred. You have play'd the Rogue with me, Victoria, but 
I ſhall be reveng'd of you. 

Via. Why, you won't offer to Marry ſure, after the 
Character you have had of me? 

Fred. I have had fair warning indeed, but he muſt have 
more Grace than I, who can take warning of any thing 
he has a mind to. 

Vie. Marriage is a bold Venture at the beſt. 

Fred. But where we pleaſe our ſelves we venture leaſt. 


ACT 
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ACT Il. SCENE I. 


SCENE Fernando“ Honſc. 


Fernando meeting Fabian in a Friar's Habit. 
Fern. LI OW now, Son, what News with you? Bleſs 
you, Bleſs you—— tho? I am but in an indiffe- 
rent Humour of Bleſſing at preſent. . 

Fab. Sir, I come out of my Duty to ſee you. 

Fern. Why, that's well: 1 am „as to that matter 
ſtill, but your Siſter, like a t, a vagabond Jade, is 
run away from me: Let her alone, ſee who'll have the 
worſt on't; thy Eſtate will be the better for it by ſome 
Thouſands 


Fab. Alas! my Eſtate, Sir! I have done with the things 


of this World. 


Fern. Nay, I don't perſwade you; I weu'd not go about 
to alter your Holy Reſolution —— But a ſcurvy Jade! if I 
had known of her Diſobedience a little ſooner, 1 cou'd 


have the better afforded to have been kinder to thee—— 


Fab. You have been kinder than I deſerv d, in forgiving 


me. 


Fern. For I am afraid I was not ſo kind as I ſhou'd have 
been to thee — ha? 

Fab. O dear Sir. | 

Fern. Indeed I am; there might be Faults on my fide ; 
if Truth wou'd out, I believe I lov'd Mony a little too 
well, did I not? Ha? 

Fab. J did not deſerve it, Sir. 

Fern. But I'll make thee amends. We old Fellows ſel- 
dom think of doing good for our Children, till they are 
out of the way of receiving it. Well, and how doſt thou 
like a Religious Life? Ha? * 

Fab. Very well, Sir. | 

Fern. Why, very well, tis better than rambling up and 
down the Town, ſpending thy Time and Mony with the 
Prophane. When 1 die, 1 ſhall leave a ſwinging Legacy 
to the Monaſtery upon thy account, 1 
Fas, 
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Fab. U our own, Sir, we ſhall pray for you. - 

Fern, No, no, Pl W the trouble. 

Fab. And help out of Purgatory. 

Fern. Ah! my is in this World; and a young 
Wife my Tormenter. Good Son call her to me. [Ex. Fab. 
Let me ſee, I have loſt my Daughter, but then I have ſav d 
time or other; why then t way o ing ri 
of 'em, is always the beſt for the Famity. f Fredrick 
has got her, and will play the honourable Fool to 
8 _ that is, _ a * of Ir — he is 
in the way o repenti l Bargain, not I, e it; 
but they I ſhou'd ha marry'd her to my old Friend 
Franciſco — why, my old Friend Franciſco is luckily rid 
of a damn'd young Wife, that wou'd as certainly haye 
made him a—— 

Euter Julia and Fabian. 

Jul. A what, Husband ? As who? You are always 
bringing Jour Way Compariſons into the Family: You 
put this ſo often into my Head, it may fall upon 

r own, one day. 

Fern, Fie, fie, Wife, I did not mean thee; that unduti- 
ful Daughter of mine I was reflecting upon; bleſs us! I 
warrant you, what a Penitent ſhe willbe in a little time! 
We ſhall have her come, with her Looks down, and her 
Belly up, full of the Experiment, with a pitiful Petition 
for Pardon, and Portion. 

Ful. Not if ſhe be wiſe: What Woman that has but the 
leaſt Senſe of what it is to be Happy, would not prefer Want, 
Hunger, any thing to ſuch an intolerable Slavery? 

Fern. Why then you are of her Opinion, it ſeems? 

Ful. Have a care of making me ſo. - | 

Fern. I ſhall have a care of other Peoples making you ſo. 

Ful. jealouſie and ill Uſage may do much. | 

Fern. A good Opportunity may do more. 

Ful. One _ e other, Husband. os | 

Fern, Wou'd make you run awa m Huſ- 
band? Ha? F | . 82 

Ful. Ay, and run to another Man too; any thing, if 
my Virtue would permit me. . 

Fern, 


7 
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Fern. Your Virtue! ah! when I ſtand to the merey of 
your Virtue, Ill be contented to fall by that Folly: No, 
no, I have a Trick worth two on't: I'll keep you out of 
the Temptation, and then tis not much matter whether 
you have any Virtue, or no. 

Ful. Pray do, lock me up, that your Neighbours may 
know you dare not truſt me at your Kinſman's Wedding. 

Fab. Sir, you and my Mother are invited: Villeroy is 
your Relation, and will take it ill if you don't go. 

Fern. Yes, yes, Wife, we will go -—— 

Fab. Or I ſhall be diſappointed, [Aſide. 

Fern. Hanging days are commonly Holy-days; I love 
to ſee the Execution of a Husband: They have had their 
Jeſt long enough upon me, I ſhall be glad to laugh in my 
Turn. Beſides, tis a pyblick Wedding, is it not? 

Jul. Why, what's that to the purpoſe ? 

Fab. Tis kept publickly. 

Fern. Why? So much the better; there's leſs danger of 

u, Wife: Theſe * Entertainments ſeldom do an 

y hurt, but thoſe that make em. All the young Fel- 
lows I know will be deſigning upon the new marry d 
Woman; you muſt not take ill, Wife; every one in their 
Turn, you have had yours already. When the Husband 
1 tis a ſort of a mannerly Gratitude to be civil to 

is Wife. 

Fab. They ſay indeed, whoever dances with the Bride, 
the Husband pays the Fidler. 

Fern, Ay, ay, let 'em all dance with ker; if Cuckolds 
would honeſtly declare themſelves, their Number would 

o near to keep em in Countenance: I hope to ſee em 
o much in Faſhion, that no body may laugh at his Neigh- 
bour. Exeunt. 


SCENE lſabella's Houſe. 


Carlos, with Frederick, and Victoria in Man's Cloaths. 


Car. You are the ſtrangeſt Woman in the World, run 
away from your Father, and then ſcruple to marry the 
Man you ran te! 0 1 

0 V - 


Pia. That will admit of a Scruple, Sir, 

Fred. Don't you believe I love you? IM 

Vie. O, yes, Sir, your preſent Inclination-may be goed, 
I believe: hut that preſent Inclination, how long will. it 
laſt, I beſeech you? | 228 

Fred. There's a Queſtion for a Lover indeed! 

Fi. When that begins to tire, as every thing is the 
worſe for the wearing, they ſay, how many Husbandl 
Reflections will you have upon the matter! You wi 
find out a thouſand pretty- things you could have done 
with my Portion; but not one civil thing with my Per- 
ſon, without it: The Woman, that plays the Fool my 
Way, in running from her Friends, muſt have more than 
ſhe can carry about her, to be welcome long in a Place; 
and Marriage is only for Life, they fay. 

Fred. 1 gad, ſhe's in the Right on't. [Aſede. 

Car. What can you ſay to this Frederick. | 

Viet. Nay, he can ſay more than I can believe, I aſſure 
you: But I won't put him to the Expence of his Conſci- 
ence. - When I ſee which way my Brother's Plot works 
upon my Father, I ſhall be able to tell you more of my ; 
Mind. In the mean time I have the Privilege of my Dit- 
guiſe, to be at the Entertainment of this Wedding. 

Fred. But you'll get ſuch a Habit of wearing the 
Breeches —— 

Via. When you get me out of em, you muſt keep me 
out of em; that will be your way I believe; not, but if 
you care for a Security, you have a pretty good one up- 
on me. 

Fred, As how pray? 

Via. Why; 1 have done too much with-you, to do any 
thing with any body elſe; I ſhan't be twice run away 
with, I warrant you. 

Fred. I dare rely upon you [Exit Victoria. 
Now, Carlos, every thing's to your. Mind. 

Car. I have taken a great deal of Pains to bring it a- 
bout. The Severity of my Siſter's Widowhood, Was 
the only bar to my Hopes in favour of her Son. 

Fred. This Marriage has removed that. 

Car. And ruin d em for ever with my Father. 


Fred.: 
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Fred. How will you be able to thank em for the 
Service they have done you? 

Car. The Service pays it ſelf: we are all pleas d, I ſhould 
have viſited em with an Epithalamium, to bleſs their En- 
deavours; but I have a Sonnet is pretty well to the pur- 
poſe. Strike up Boys——*Tis not much matter now, 
whether my Brother be alive, or no. [ Aſide. 

Enter Victoria. 

Vi. No News of the Bride or Bridegroom yet? 

Car. We are going to ſummon 'em. 

Vie. By this time, I ſuppoſe, they may be glad of a 
handſom Excuſe to be rid of one another. 


A SONG, Set by Mr. a Sung by | 
Mrs, Hodgſon, 


I. 


HE Danger is over, the Battel is paſt, 

The Nymph had her Fears. but ſhe ventur'd at laſt, 
She try'd the Encounter, and when it was done, 
—_— at her Folly, and om d ſhe had won. 
By her Eyes we diſcover the Bride has been pleas d; 
Her Bluſhes become her, her Paſſion is eas'd; 
She diſſembles her Foy, and affects to look down: 
If ſhe Sighs, tis for Sorrow tis ended ſo ſoon, 


II. 


all you Virgins, both aged and young, 
_—_ 4 cs, 1 that Burden too long, 
Who have loſt precious Time, and you who are looſing, 
Betray d by your Fears between 22 and chuſing : 
Draw nearer, and learn what will ſettle-your Mind: 
You'll find your ſelves happy, when once you are kind. 
Do but wiſely reſolve the ſweet Venture to run, 
You'll feel the Loſs little, and much to be won. 


Villeroy enters to them. 
Vil, Who's there? my Carlos! Frederick! O my Friends! 


Let me embrace you: Welcome, welcome all, K 
| What 


7 


All that this Life can give me; he muſt be 
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What ſhall 1 ſay to you, that may expreſs | 
My Thanks for this Good-Morrow? at atime—— 
Car. Fred. We came to wiſh you Joy. — ' 

Vil. I have it ſure; 


More than a Man who can be 1 | 
I am ſo much tranſported with the Thoughts 
Of what I am, I know not what I do. 
My 1/abella! but poſſeſſing her, 
Who would not loſe himſelf ? You'll pardon me: 
Oh! There was nothing wanting to my Soul, 
But the kind Wiſhes of my loving Friends; 
And now I haye you to rejoice with me. 
Where are my Seryants? 
Gentlemen, this Purſe will tell you that I thank you. 
[To the Muſicł. 
Where, where are you? [To his Servants. 
Are my Friends invited? Is every thing in order? 
You cannot be too buſie in your Care. | 
me put on your beſt Looks, as well as Cloaths. 
Gold, that does every thing, ſhall make you ſmile: 
Carry an Invitation in your Face, 
= 2 _ you ſee, no . who. 
ouble our Wages; nothing appear 

Within theſe Walls, 2 Mixh. and Love; 
An Univerſal Face of Joy, and Loye. 

Fred. Why this is wonderful. 

Vil, O when you all get Wives, and ſuch as mine, { 
(If ſuch another Woman can be found) 
You will rave too, doat on the Dear Content, 
And prattle in their Praiſe, out of all bounds: 
No matter what the Fools of Form fhall ſay, 
Let em believe us mad; we'll pity them, 
And their dull want of knowing how to Love. 

Car. If you would talk calmly, and come to Particu- 
lars, we might be the better for the Story. 

Vil. Particulars! How? which way ſhall I try 
To utter my full Bliſs? Tis in a Head, 
Tis in my Heart, and takes up all my Soul: 
The labour of my Fancy, and too vaſt 
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A Birth of Joy, to be diſclos d ſo ſoon. 

Imagination muſt devour it ſelf, 

About ſome twelve Months hence, I may begin 

To ſpeak plain Senſe; and then 1] tell you al. 
Vid. This Matrimony would be a Heav'nly thing, if 
the firſt Night would laſt always. 

Vil. Sir, I muſt beg your Pardon: Pray forgive me 
I did not ſee you ſooner —— 

A pretty Gentleman — 

Car. A Friend-of ours. 

Vil. Who is he? 

Vie. Sir, I am one, juſt upon the Precipice of Marry- 
ing; and come here to try whether I like the Condition 
in my Friends, before I venture on't my ſelf. 

Vil. O Sir! You can't do better: 

I ſhall make Converts of-you all in time. 
[Servant gives him a Letter, 

Car. He does not know you. 

Vie. I'm glad on't; twould lay a Reftraint upon me, 
if ke did, which I have no mind to at preſent. 

Fred. He might take the Privilege of a Relation, per- 
haps, to cenſure your Conduct. | 

Viet. That is to ſay, you would if you durſt: But when 
I marry you, I'll give you leave. 

: Car. Does Villeroy know of Fabians Plot upon his Fa- 
ther? | 

Fred. Yes; and approves of it, for the Good of the Fa- 
mily: That was the chief Reaſon of inviting him. 
| Vil. Unlucky Accident! My Brother the Arch-biſhop 
of Malines, intending for Bruxelles, is taken deſperate- 
ly ill; my Letter preſſes me to be with him to Night. It 
muſt be ſo. 

Fred. Tis hard indeed 

Car. To leave your Bride ſo ſoon. 

Vil. But having the Poſſeſſion of my Love, 

T'am the better able to ſupport 
This Abſence, in the Hopes of my Return. 

Car. Your Stay will be but ſhort. - 

Vil. It will ſeem long. 

What fay you to ſome cooling Wines, or Fruit, * 
1 


y- 


p 
It 
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Til! the Bride's dreſs d? 

Fred. We wait upon you. 4 

Vil. Frederick, 1 you are a Bridegroom too: 
You're a bold Man to marry my Couſin Vicloria, 

Without her Father's leave: 
But we'll take Pains to make up all again. [Exeunti 
Enter Sampſon, and Nurſe. 

Sam. Ay, marry Nurſe, here's a Maſter indeed! He'll 
double our Wages for us! If he comes on as faſt with 
my Lady, as he does with her Servants, we are all in 
the way to be well pleas'd. 

Nurſe. He's in a rare Humour; if ſhe be in as good a 
one — 

Sam. If ſhe be, marry, we may een ſay, they have 
begot it upon one another, . 

Nurſe. Well! why don't you go back again to your old 
Count? You thought your Throat cut, I warrant you, to 
be turn'd out of a Nobleman's Service. 

Sam. For the future, I will never ſerve in a Houſe, 
where the Maſter, or Miſtreſs of it lyes ſingle : - They are 
out of Humour with every body, when. they are not 
pleas d themſelves. Now this going to Bed together, 
makes every thing go well: There's Mirth, and Mony 
ſtirring about, when thoſe matters go as they ſhould do. 

* ; : | — . 

Sam. Af 12 good — — a pf a very 
thing, and goes a great way .— But, what now my La- 
dy is marry d, I hope we fhall have Company come to 
the Houſe : There's ſomething always coming from one 
Gentleman, or other, upon thoſe Occaſions, if my Lady 
loves Company. | 

Nurſe, Add ſo, my Maſter! we muſt not be ſeen. [Exe. 

Enter Villeroy and Fabian. = 

* _ ſay tis innocent? 

Fab. y a ſleeping Draught, to make him forget 
ſome of his ill —— When it works, he'll be thought 
to have tipled too much, that's all: Fll remove him with 


„ 


as little Trouble, as poſſible. 
Vil. Is he coming? 


Fab. 


Corner, and give him his Doſe 
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Fab. He's below ; III —_— with a Bottle 


fore you ſee him. 
Vil. That as you pleaſe. Pray tell the Company 
The Bride will wait upon 'em. 


Iſabella. 
Enter Ifabella. 
My I/abella! O the Joy of Heart! 
That I have leave at laſt to call you mine. 
When I give up that Title to the Charms 
Of any other Wiſh, be nothing mine. 
But let me look upon you! View you well; 
This is a welcome Gallantry indeed | 
1 durſt not ask, but it was kind to grant, 
Juſt at the time: Diſpenſing with your Dreſs 
Upon our Bridal-Day. 
I/a. Black might be ominous; 


I would not bring ill Luck along with me. 


Fabia n goes out. 


Vil, O! if your melancholy Thoughts could change 
0 


With ſhiftin 
Incredible, this way, and may again. 
Tis ry gas), the Face of Heay'n appears; 
Darkn'd, and hid fo long in Mourning Veils: 
When breaking Clouds divide, they make a way 
For the bright Sun to ſmile upon the Day. 

Ja. 1 could have wiſh'd, if you had thought it fit. 
Our Marriage had no. r- rr. 

7». Do not you grudge me my Exceſs of Love; 


That was a Cauſe it could not be conceal d: 
Beſides tw¾yould injure the Opinion 
I have of my good Fortune, having you; 
And leſſen it in other Peoples Thoughts, 
Buſie on ſuch occaſions to enquire, 
Had it been private. 

Iſa. 1 have no more to ſay. 


f your Dreſs — Time has done Cures 


« 


Enter Carlos, Frederick, Victoria, cther Men and Nomen. 
Vil. Our Friends too, who come in to the ſupport 


Of our bad Fortune, have an honeſt Right, 
In better Times, to ſhare the good with us, 


Car. We come to claim that Right, to ſhare your Joy. 


Fred. 
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Fred. To wiſh- you. Joy; and find it in our ſelyve _ 
For a Friend': Happineſs reflects a Warmth, 
A kindly Comfort, into every Heart 
That is not envious. | 
Vil. He muſt be a Friend, 
Who is not envious of a Happineſs 
So abſolute as mine; but if you are 
(As 1 have Reaſon to believe you are | 
Concern'd for my Well-being, there's the Cauſe: 
Thank her for what I am, and what muſt be. 

Vie, Is not this better than lying alone, Madam? 

Car. You'll take my Advice another time, Siſter. 

Fred. You Ladies are be perſuaded to pleaſe 
your ſelves: But you know you are well, 1 hope. 

Car. When you are well pleas'd he means, Siſter. You 
are a Jo! , and within the Degrees of Compariſon, ha- 
ving had a Husband before. [1fa. turns away. 

Vil, Carlos, what have you done? A riſing Smile 
Stole from her Thoughts, juſt redning on her Cheek, 
And you have daſht it. 

Car. I am ſorry for't. 

Vil, My beſt Friends will forgive me, when I own 
I muſt — her Peace to all World. 

Pray let us bury every thing that's 
Lock forward to the kind] y — 
I have a Proſpect of ſufficient Joy; 
Would you had all, to entertain your 
And draw you on to everlaſting Love. 
Enter Fernando, Julia and Fabian. 

Fern. Why, fo, ſo, all goes well J ſee: Wim you Joy, 
Couſin. I am an old Fellow, but I muſt falute your 
Bride. [Kiſſes her.] A fine Woman truly! I have had two 
or three Glaſſes to her Health already : I delign to be ve- 

merry, ha. 

Vil. why, ſo you ſhall, Couſin; fill ſome Wine. 

p [ To Servants. 

Fern. Why, that's well ſaid; fill ſome Wine, But one 
word with you 

Jul. Idid not know you at firſt. 


* Vid. 


— .,, 
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Vi. If my Father does not, I ſhall have the Pleaſure 
of teazing him. ) 
Ful. Your Brother has taken care that he ſhall knaw 
no body. | 
Fern. If you had conſulted me, I could have told you 
Vil. What, Couſin? 
Fern. Why, that there goes a great deal of Pains to 
keep a handſom Wife to ones felt ; remember I told 
ou ſo, 


vil. Take care of your own, Couſin, 
Fern. Why, that's true to0---»-[ Sees Victoria with Julia.) 


Where are you? how! what have you to do with this 
Gentlewoman, Friend? 
Vid. I would have ing to do with her, if you 
would let us alone. 
Fern. Tis pity to diſturb you indeed. 
Vie. Gad ſo, Sir, I beg your Pardon —- 
[ Bowing to Fernando. 
Fern. No harm done in the leaſt, Sir. 
Viet. You look like a civil Perſon----- 
Fern, O, a very civil Perſon. 
Viet. You may have an Intereſt in the Lady, to ſpeak a 
good Word for me. 
Fern. Why, ſo I may; I may ſpeak a good Word for 
pu indeed. But for your Comfert, I can tell you, ſhe 
the Grace never to mind what I ſay to her. 
Via. Then do me the Courteſie to leave us together, 
and I ſhall be able to ſpeak for my ſelf. 
Fern. I never doubted it. 
Vid, 1 ſuppoſe you may be her Grandfather ; tis your 
Buſineſs, you know, to provide for your Family. 
Fern. And why her Grandfather, pray? 
Vie. Becauſe you look to be about thoſe Years of Diſ- 
cretion. ; 
Fern. Cons, you are an idle Companion, to talk at this 
Tate to my Wife, and before my Face too. | 
Vick. How, Sir, your Wife! is ſhe your Wife, Sir? 
Fern. I am her Husband, Sir. 
Viet. I beg your Pardon again, Sir; I was in hopes 
wy 


Fern. 
n * er 
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Fern, I know you were; you were in hopes to make 


e me a Cuckold : But you are an 222 Fellow for 
your Hopes; and ſo get you gone t your Buſineſs. 
* Ha! what's the matter with me? 
Ful. Why, Husband, what's the matter ? 
— Fern. I am ſo drowile all on the ſudden----= [Taunus. 


Vid. The Glaſs ſtays for you, Fernando. 

Fern. I'll Drink no more. Wife, let us go home. 

Fred. One Glaſs to the Bride, Sir. 

Fern, O, are oy there? You have a Daughter of mine 
in keeping, I take it; wiſh you Joy of her, [ Yawns, 

Fred. Your Wiſhes will go a great way to't, Sir. 

Fern. No farther; [Yawns.] they will o no farther 1 
tell you. Wife, Wife, let us be going, Wife. Sure I am 
Enchanted [ Yawns. 

vil. Come, come, Fernando, you will take your Daugh- 
ter into Favour, I know, 

Fern. Pray give me leave. [ Yawns. 

Car. To depart in Peace. | 

Fern. What I ought to * and falls into a Chair. 

Vie. We ſhall know when he riſes, 

Vil. I leave you to conſider it 

Fred Upon his Pillow. 

Ferr. Wife, Wife, come along with me. 

Fab. I'll take care of my Father; take no notice, but 
come as ſoon as you can to me. 

Fabian has Fernando carry d off in a Chair. 

Car. Now, Madam, I may take care of you. [To julia. 

Fred. What have we here? | 

Vil. Something is well meant: 

Let us receive it fo. Pray fit, my Friends. 


An Entertainment of Dancing ; after which a 


_ Song ſent by an unknown Hand, ſet by Mr. 
F Henry Parcel, and Sung by Mrs. Ayliff. 
; 
I. 
1 Sighd and own'd my Love: 
Nor did the Fair my Paſſion diſapprove: 
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A ſoft engaging Ar, 
Not 4 apt to cauſe Deſpair, 
gave Attention to my Pr 
Se frm to pity my Diſtreſs, 
I expected nothing leſs, 
Than what her every Look does now confeſs, 


forbidding Frowns, their Place; 7 
hu 


But — The ſtrives 
Her byi 2 ſuch Warmt 7475 ? 
She checks the Flame, cannot quench the Fire. 


Vil. You have not minded this poor Pageantry. 
Iſa. I minded what you faid; you are to leave me: 
I'm ſorry for the Cauſe. 
Could 1 perſuade my £1, that your c 
I my ſe oncern 
For me, 5 m Abſence, — YOU —— 
But you are all poſſeſs'd another way. 
I ſhall be Jealous of this Rival, Grief, 
That you indulge; it fits ſo near your Heart, 
There is not room enough for mighty Love. 


[Servant whiſpers Vil. 
We come. You, Carles, Ne 


Will act a Brother's Part, till my Return, 
And be the Guardian here. All, all I have, 
That's dear to me, I give up to your Care. 
Our Dinner calls upon us: Would I had 
{ An Entertainment that could ſpeak my Joy, 
1 And Thanks to this kind Company. Lead on. 
3 Long ſuffering Lovers would conſent to ſtay, 
. For the Reward of ſuch a Night and Day. 
[Exexnt, Carlos leading the Bride. 


ACT 


Vil. 


T 


— 
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ACT I. SCENEL 


SCENE The Monaſtery Burying-place, Fer- 
nando' Tomb ; Jaqueline, with others, dreſi'd 
for Proceſſion, | 


Enter Fabian, with Carlos, Julia, Frederick, and Victoria. 


Fab. N E ſatisfied, and expect the Conſequence; if I don't 
anſwer your Expectations, never rely upon me 
for a Miracle again. 
Ful. O] but this is carrying the Jeſt too far; he has bea - 
ten him like a Dog. = 

Vidt. Where have you buried him? 

Fab. This is his Tomb. 

Car. Then here lies an honeſt Fellow, who (if his 
Wite would have heard Reaſon ) might have been a Cuck- 
hold, and conſequently gone to Heav'n. 

Jul. But now he's buried, tis too late, you know, to 
think of ſending him that Way 

Car. O Virtue! Virtue! what an Enemy art thou to a 
Woman's good Inclinations! * 

Ful. A troubleſome Companion indeed, if one knew 
how to be honeſtly rid on't: Can you adviſe me? 

Car. Nay, take your own way; you are paſt adviſing, 
it ſeems; for a Weman to play the Hypocrite, and coun- 
terfeit Virtue, when ſhe bas it not, is a very common 
thing, — | | 

Jul. But to play the Hypocrite, the wrong way! 

Gar. To ena} ro be : Woman of Pleaſure, ad not 
have the Benefit of the Character 

Tul. Is what, it ſeems, you are not acquainted with, 
But for the future, Sir, you may believe there are Women. 
who won't be provok'd to injure their Husbands. 

| Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, there's a Letter for you at Home: The Meſ- 
ſenger will deliver it to no body, but your ſelf. 


vor. II. N Car. 


| 
| 
| 
# 
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Car. How? I muſt look about me then, I'll go with 
you. [ Exit with the Servant. 


Faq. Sir, Sir, I think I hear him ſtir in the Tomb. 
[ A Noiſe in the Tomb, 


Fab. We'll be within call, Faquelm, begin as ſcon as 


. you pleaſe. [Jaquelin with others ſinging in Proceſſion. 


[Fernando puſhes off the Tomb-Stone, and ſtares about, 
Fern. _ ho! where am I now! who are you? what 


wou'd you have with me? ha! | 
Fag. Bleſs us! what do I ſee! appropinquate in nomine--- 
Fern. O good Sir! have a care of your hard Words; you 


. may raiſe the Devil before you're aware of it; I have had 


roo much of his Company already. | 
Faq. Avaunt, ſpeak 1 conjure thee; if thou art the Devil. 


Fern. O! no, Sir, lam none of the Devil; though I have 
Teen him very lately. <0 
aq. What art thou? 2 
Fern. Truly that's a very hard Queſtion at preſent ; when | 
I was in the Land of the living, my Name was Fernando, 
an Old, Jealous, Covetous Fellow; but what I am in this 
Country, whether I am Fernando, or no —— 
Faq. Fernando! fave thee Fernando! what, coming 
out of thy Grave! 
Fern. From whence I am coming, or whitherI am go- 
ing, I can't tell you; but I have been in very bad Com- 
pany I remember; | have ſeen the Devil. 
aq. Our Prayers are heard; we have been fiſting, and 
praying thee out of Purgatory, ever ſince thou wert bu- 
ried. 


Fern. Buried! have I been buried too? 
aq. And now coming by thy Grave in Proceſſion, 

what a Miracle is wrought tor thee, to bring thee to Life 
again ! 

Fern, Nay, if I am alive again, 'tis a Miracle, that's 
certain; but are you ſure I am alive? 

. Why, don't you find you are alive? 

Fern. Alas! Sir, I have been ſo often miſtaken of late. | 

don't know what to ſay to't; I thought I was alive in 


Purgatory; and ſtood in't a good while; but there's no 


contending - with the Devil in his own Dominions you 
| know ; 
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know; I was forc'd to confeſs my ſelf, at laſt, as dead 


as a Herring. | 

Faq. O Fernando! be thankful for a good Wife and Son, 
they have ſhewn themſelves ſo, in their Sorrow for you, 
ever ſince you were bury'd. 

Fern. Ay, ay, I heard of em; how have they done 
fince I left em? 4 

Faq. They have made a hard ſhift ; their Sorrow is 
pretty well over now; but 'twas a great while betore 
they were to be comforted ; a great while indeed before 
they could be perſuaded to forget you; but we muſt live 
by the Living, you know. 

Fern. That's very true. 

Jag. Your Son Fabian, upon your Death, was releas'd 
out of the Monaſtery; it had been a pity, you know, that 
2 good Eſtate ſhould have wanted an Heir. 

Fern. Ay, ſo it had indeed, ; 

Faq. Yours was a very good one, I hear. 

Fern. So, ſo, competent, and enough for me; as it is, 
I ſhall be glad to enjoy it a little longer I believe; I thank 
you, Sir, tor bringing me to it again. But my Wife, is 
my dear Wife well? You know her too? 

Faq. She has had a great many good Offers, ſince your 
Death; and truly 'twas very much for a young Widow 
to refuſe em; but ſhe reſolves never to marry again. 

Fern. Alack-8-Day! I am beholden to her — 

Faq. They ſiy you were jealous of her —— 

Fern, Indeed I am, very much beholden to her. 

Faq. That you were extreamly jealous. | 

Fern. Alas! alas! I do confeſs it; I was an old Fool; 
and ſhe was too good for me: But if I eyer ſee her a- 

ain —— 

Faq. Here they come, your virtuous Wife; and Son ; 
pray learn to value em. 

Enter Fabian, Julia, Frederick, and Victoria. 

Fab. Ist poſſible! 

Ful. What! riſen from the dead! 

Fab. May I believe my Eyes? 

Fern. Ay, ay, you may believe your Eyes. 

Ful. The very Shrowyd my Husband was bury'd ti: ! 

2 2 T2173, 
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Fern. The very ſame, the very ſame; pray help me out 
on't, as ſoon as you can, for l look but oddly, I believe. 

Fab. Well enough truly, Sir, for a Man, that has been 
bury'd. You look well enough, but you ſmell a little of 
the Place you come from, that I muſt own to you. 

[Fernando ſmells himſelf. 

Fern. Nay like enough, tho' I don't perceive it my 1elf, 
but have I been bury'd long enough to ſtink then? 
Fab. Fie, Sir, ſtink ! you don't poſitively ſtink; you 
have only an earthy Savour, or ſo, with lying in the 
Grave without eating; that's all I believe. 


Fern. Nay, when I was alive, my Breath was none 


of the beſt, eſpecially from an empty Stomach. 

Fab. A day or two more had made it intolerable. 

Fern. Ah, Wife! I have ſuffer'd a great deal upon your 
account | 

Ful. Alas! upon my account! 

Fern. Upon the account of my Jealoufie ; but I deſery'd 
it: Jealouſie is a damnable Sin there, I ſhall never be jea- 
17 T ILit b he that C 

. *Tis well it has wrought that Cure upon you. 

Fern. Nay, you ſhall henceforward go when and 
where you pleaſe; come when, and how you pleaſe; ſay 
what, and to whom you pleaſe; and in fine, if you have 
a mind to be reveng'd of me, you ſhall make me what 
you pleaſe: And that I'm ſure will pleaſe you. 

Jul. Leave that to me, Husband. 

Fern. Fabian, you look melancholy; don't be ſorry that 
I am alive again: You have ſome Friends in the other 
World, that put me in mind of you: Il] ſettle half my E- 
ſtate upon you in preſent; and when I die who's that, 
Frederick? You marry'd my Daughter, I remember 

Vie. Indeed, Sir, I had more Grace, than to diſpoſe of 
my ſelf without your Conſent ; and more Reſpect for your 
Family, than to marry any Man without a Portion. 

Fred. If you pleaſe to give a Blefling to our Endeayours, 
we have agreed upon the Point to make you a Grandfather, 

Fern. Why that's well faid: You have my Conſent; 
marry her, and I'll give her a Portion; but be ſure you 
are as good as your Word, | | 
Fred, 


* 
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Fred. In what, Sir? x 

Fern. In making me a Grandfather: I am fo over. joy d 
that I am alive again, I care not how many Chi 
hare to provide for. 

ict. You ſee the Fruits of ſealouſie. 

Fred. 1'll keep out of Purgatory 1 warrant you. 

Fern. O don't name it, good Son- in-Law: I ſhall ne- 
ver get it out of my mind; that's certain. Come my 
dear Wije, and Children, I owe my Deliverance to your 
Interceſſion and Piety; fince you have brought me to Life 
again, you ſhall have no Cauſe, for the future, to wiſh 
me Dead: Some fifty Years hence I may be contented, 
to go to Heav'nz without calling by the way. 

In the mean time, Husbands who doubt my Story, 
May find in jealouſie their Purgatory. [ Exeunt., 


SCENE the Street. 


Biron and Bellford juſt arrivd 


Bir. The longeſt Day will haye an end: We are pot 
_ at _ "ON" 

Bel. We have got our at li ; Liberty is 
Home, — we go: Tho' mine lies moſt in England: 

Bir. Pray let me call this yours: For what I can com- 
mand in Bruxelles, you ſhall find your own. I have a 
Father here, who perhaps, after ſeven Years Abſence, and 
coſting him nothing in my Travels, may be glad to ſee 
me. Yeu know my Story---—— [| Knocks at the Door: 
How does my Beard become me? | ; 

Bel, Juſt as you would have it, tis natural, and not 
your own. | 

Bir. To-Morrow you ſhall be ſure to find me here, as 
early as you pleaſe, This is the Houſe; you have obſery'd 
the Street. | 

Bel. I warrant you; I han't many Viſits to make, be- 
fore I come to you. | 

Bir. To Night I have ſome Affairs, that will oblige me 
to be private. 


G 3 Bel. 
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Bel. A good Bed is the privateſt Affair, that 1 deſire to 
be engag'd in to Night; your Directions will carry me 
to my Lodgings. ; Exit. 

Biron knocks again. Sampſon enters to him. 

Sam. Who's there? What would you have? 

Bir. Is your Lady at home, Friend? 

Sam. Why, truly Friend, it is my Employment to an- 
{wer impertinent Queſtions. But for my Lady's being at 
home, or no, that's juſt as my Lady pleaſes. 

Bir. But how ſhall I know, whether it pleaſes her or no? 

Sam. Why, if you'll take my word for it, you may 
carry your Errand back again: She never pleaſes to ſee 
any body at this time of Night, that ſhe does not know; 
and by the length of your Beard, you may be grown out 
of her Remembrance. | 

Bir. But I have Buſineſs; and you dcn't know how 
that may pleaſe her, 

Bir. Nay, if you have Buſineſs, ſhe is the beſt Judge, 
whether your Buſineſs will pleaſe her or no: Theretore I 
will proceed in my Office, and know of my Lady, whe- 
ther or no ſhe is pleas d to be at home, or no ¶ Going. 
Enter Nurſe to them. 

Nurſe. Who's that you are ſo buſie withal? Methinks 

ou might have found out an Anſwer in fewer” Words: 

t Sampſon, you love to hear your ſelf prate ſomecimes, 
as well as your Betters, that I muſt ſay for you. Let 
me come to him; who wou'd you ſpeak with? 

Bir. With you, Miſtreſs, if you can help me to ſpeak 
to your Lady. | 

Nurſe. Yes, Sir, I can help you, in a civil way: But 
can no body do your Buſineſs but my Lady? 

Bir. Not ſo well: But if you'll carry *as this Ring, 
ſhe'll know my Buſineſs better. 

Nurſe. There's no Love-Letter in it, J hope: You look 
like a civil Gentleman: In an honeſt way I may brin 

u an Anſwer. | [Exit Nurſe: 

Bir, My old Nurſe, only a little older! they ſay the 
Tongue grows always: Mercy on me! then hers is ſeven 
Years longer, ſince I left her. Yet there's ſomething in 
theſe Servants Folly pleaſes me; The cautious Condu i + 

| 8 
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the Family appears, and ſpeaks in their Impertinence. 
Well, — 

Nurſe returns. | 

Nurſe, J have deliver'd your Ring, Sir, pray Heay'n yu 
bring no bad News gry with you. a 

Bir. Quite contrary, I hope, 

Nurſe. Nay, 1 hope ſo too; but my Lady was very 
much ſurpriz'd when 1 gave it her. Sir, I am but a Ser- 
vant as a body may ſay, but if you'll walk in, that I may 
ſhut the Doors, for we keep very orderly Hours, I can 
ſow you into the Parlour, and help you to an Anſwer, 
perhaps, as ſoon as thoſe that are wiſer. [ Exeznt. 


SCENE A Bed- Chamber. 
4 Woman Servant ſpreading a Table. 


Euter Iſabella, | 


I/a. Vve heard of Witches, Magick Spells, and Charms, 
That have made Nature ſtart from her old Courſe: 
The Sun has been Eclips'd, the Moon drawn down 
From her Career, ſtill paler, and ſubdu'd 
To the Abuſes of this under World: 
Now l believe all poſſible. This Ring, 
This little Ring, with Necromaatick force, 
Has rais'd the Ghoſt of Pleaſure to my Fears; 
Conjur'd the Seaſe of Honour, and ot Love, 
Iato ſuch Shapes, they fright me from ſelf: 
I dare not think of them — [Servant goes Ont. © 
III call you when I want you. 

Enter Nurſe. 

Nurſe. Madam, the Gentleman's below. 

I/a. I had forgot, pray let me ſpeak with him. 

| [ Ex# Nurſe. 
This Ring was the firſt Preſent of my Love 
To Biron, my firſt Husband: I muſt bluſh 
To think I have a ſecond: Biron dy'd 
(Still to my Loſs) at Candy ; there's my Hope. 
O! dol live to hope that he dy'd there! 
It muſt be ſe: He's dead; and this Ring left 

> By 
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By his laſt Breath, to ſome known, faithful Friend, 
To bring me back again. ¶ Biron introduc'd, Nurſe retires, 
That's all I have to truſt to 
My Fears were Womans: I have view'd him all: 
And let me, let me ſay it to my ſelf, 
I live again, and rife but from his Tomb. 
Bir. Have you forgot me quite? 
Ja. Forgot you! | ; 
Bir. Then farewel my Diſguiſe, and my Misfortunes. 
My Iſabellz ! | 
* [He goes to her, ſhe ſhrieks, and falls into a Swoon. 
Va. Ha! 
Bir. O! come again: 
Thy Biron ſummons thee to Life and Love; 
Once I had Charms to wake thee. 
Thy once loy'd, ever loving Husband calls: 
Thy Biron ſpeaks to thee. 
Ja. My Husband ! Biron! 
Bir. Exceſs of Love, and Joy, for my Return, 
Has over-power'd her I was to blame 
To take thy Sexes Softneſs unprepar'd: 
But finking thus, thus dying in my Arms, 
This Extaſie has made my Welcome more | 
Than Words could ſay: Words may be Counterfeit, ! 
Falſe coin'd, and current only from the Tongue, 
Without the Mind; but Paſſion's in the Soul, 
And always ſpeaks the Heart, 
Iſa. Where have I been? Why do you keep him from me? 
I know his Voice: My Life upon the Wing, 
Hears the ſoft lure that brings me back again. 
"Tis he himſelf, my Biron, the dear Man! 
My true lov'd Husband ! do I hold you faſt, 
Never to part again? Can I believe it? 
Nothing but you could work fo great a change. 
There's more than Life it ſelf in Dying here: 
It I muſt fall, tis welcome in theſe Arms. 
Bir. Live ever in theſe Arms, 
Ja. But pardon me, 
Excuſe the wild Diſorder of my Soul: 
The ſtrange, ſurprizing Joy of ſeeing you, F 
O 
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Of ſeeing in; diſtracted we — 
Bir. Thau Everlaſting Goodneſs ! 
Ja. Anſwer me: : 
What Hand of Providence has you back 
To your own Home again? O fatis 
Th' Impatience of my Heart: I long to know 
The Story of your N You wou d think 
Your Pleaſures Sufferings, ſo long remov'd 
From Iſabella's Love: But tell me all, 
For every Thought confounds me. 
Bir. My beſt —＋ 1 — 3 
Ja. We thought you dead; kill'd at ege of Candy, 
15. There 2 the Dead: | 
But hopes of Life reviving from my Wounds, 
I was prefery'd, but to be made a Slave. 
I often writ to my hard Father, but never had 
An Anſwer. I writ to thee too —— 
Iſa. What a world of Woe 
Had been prevented, but in hearing from you 
Bir. Alas thou could'ſt not help me. 
I/a. You do not know how much I cou'd ha done; 
At leaſt, 'm ſure I cou'd have ſuffer d all: 
I wou'd have fold my ſelf to Slavery, 
Without Redemption; giv'n up my Child, 
The deareſt Part of me, to baleſt Wants —— 
Bir. My little Boy! - 
Iſa. My Life, but to have heard 
You were alive—— which now too late I find. [ Aſide. 
Bir. No more, my Love! complaining of the palt, 
We loſe the preſent Joy: *Tis over Price 
Of all my Pains, that thus we meet again, 
I have a thouſand Things to ſay to thee —— 
Iſa. Wou'd I were paſt the Hearing. [Aſege. 
Bir. How does my Child, my Boy? My Father too, 
I hear, he is living ſtill. 
p Iſa. wr both, both = 
nd may he prove a Father to Hopes; 
Tho? "7 —1 found him nhl 128 
Bir. Come, no more Tears. 


Gs 
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Ja. Seven long Years of Sorrow for your Loſs, 
Have mourn'd with me —— 

Bir. And all my Days behind | 
Shall be employ'd in a kind Recompence 


For thy Afiitions—— Can't I ſee my Boy? 


1/a. He's gone to Bed: I'll have him brought to you. 
Bir. To-Morrow 1 ſhall ſee him; I want Reſt 
My ſelf, after my weary Pilgrimage. 
Iſa. Alas! what fhall I get for you? | 
Bir. Nothing but Reſt, my Love! to Night I would not 
Be known, if poſſible, to your Family; 
I fee my Nurſe. is with you; her welcome 
Would be tedious at this time; 
To- Morrow will do better. ; 
I/a. I'Il diſpoſe of her, and order every thing 


As you would have it. | Exit. 
Bir. Grant me but Life, good Heay'n, and give the 
means 


To make this wondrous Goodneſs ſome Amends; 
And let me then forget her, if I can! 

O! ſhe deſerves of me much more, than I 

Can loſe for her, tho? I again could venture 


A Father, and his Fortune, for her Love. 


You wretched Fathers! blind as Fortune all! 
Not to perceive that ſuch a Woman's Worth 
Weighs down the Portions, you provide your Sons. 


What has ſhe, in my Abſence, undergone ? 


I muſt not think of that; it drives me back 
Upon my ſelf, the fated Cauſe of all. 
Iſabella returns. 
V/. J have obey'd your Pleaſure; 
Every thing is ready for you. . 
Bir. I can want nothing here; poſſeſſing thee, 
All my Delires have carry d to their aim 
Of Happineſs; there's no room for a Wiſh, 
But to continue ſtill this Bleſſing to me. 
I know the way, my Love, I ſhall ſleep ſound. 
Ja. Shall I help to undreſs you? 
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Bir By no means ; 
I've been ſo long a Slave to others Pride, 
To learn, at leaſt, to wait upon my ſelf; . 
You'll make haſte after — [Goes in. 

Ja. I'll but ſay my Prayers, and follow you 
My Prayers! no, I muſt ne'er Pray — — 

Prayers have their Bleſſings to reward our Hopes: 


But I have nothing left to hope for more. 

What Heav'n — give, I have enjoy d; but now 

The baſeful Planet riſes on my Fate, 

And what's to come, is a long Line of Woe; 

Yet I may ſhorten it 

promis d him to follow —— him! 

Is he without a Name? Biron, my Husband: 

To follow him to Bed — my Husband! ha 

What then is Villeroy? But Veſterday 

That very Red receiv'd him for its Lord; 

Yet a warm Witneſs of my broken Vows, 

To ſend another to uſurp his room. 

O Biron! hadſt thou come but one day ſooner, 

I wou'd follow'd thee through Beggary, 

Through all the Chances of this weary Life, 

Wander'd the many ways of — 

With thee, to find a hot. itable Grave; 

For that's the only Bed that's left me now, Weeping. . 

— What's to be done — for ſomething muſt be done. 

Two Husbands! yet not one! by both enjoy'd, 

And yet a Wife to neither! hold my Brain 

This is to live in common! Very Bzalts, 

That welcome all they meet, make juſt ſuch Wives. 

My Reputation! O, twas all was left me; 

The virtuous Pride of an uncenſur'd Life; 

Which, the dividing Tongues of Biron's Wrongs, 

And Villeroy's Reſentments tear aſunder, 

To gorge the Throats of the blaſpheming Rabble. 

This is the beſt of whar can come to-Morrow. 

Beſides old Baldwin's Triumph in my Ruin. 

I cannot bear it 

Therefore no Morrow, Ha! a lucky Thought 
Works 


, 
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Works the right way to rid me of em all, 


All the Reproaches, Infamies, and Scorns, 
That every Tongue and Finger will find for me. 
Let the juſt Horror of my Apprehenſions 
But keep me warm——no matter what can come. 
*Tis but a Blow—— if it ſhould miſs my Heart 
hut every Part is mortal to ſuch Wounds, 
Yet I will fee him firſt 
Have a laſt Look to heighten my Deſpair, 
And then to Reſt for ever 
- Biron meets her. 
Bir. Deſpair! and Reſt for ever! Iſabella! 
Theſe Words are far from thy Condition; 
And be they ever ſo. I heard thy Voice, 
And cou'd not bear thy Abſence; come, my Love! 
You have ſtaid long; there's nothing, nothing ſure 
Now to deſpair of in ſucceeding Fate. 
Iſa. I am contented to be miſerable, 
But not this way; I've been too long abus d, 
And can believe no more; | 
Let me ſleep on, to be deceiv'd no more. 
Bir. Look up, my Love, I never did deceive thee, | 
Nor ever can; believe thy ſelf, thy Eyes 
That firſt enflam'd, and lit me to thy Love, 
Thoſe Stars, that ſtill muſt guide me to my Joys. 
Ja. And me to my undoing. I look round 
And find no Path, but leading to the Grave, 
Bir. 1 cannot underſtand thee. 
Iſa. My good Friends above, 
I thank em, have at laſt found out a way, 
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To make my Fortune perfect; — Long 


I need no more; my Fate is finiſh'd 

Bir. Both our ill Fates, I hope. 

Ja. Hope is a lying, fawning Flatterer, 
That ſhews the fair only of our Fortunes, 
To _ us _ — 

A truſted Friend, wh can betray you; 
Never beliere him more. If Marriages 


— 
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Are made in Heay'n, they ſhould be happier. 
Why was I made this Wretch? 
Fir. Has Marriage made thee wretched? 
1/a. Miſerable, beyond the reach of Comfort. 
Bir. Do I live to hear thee ſay ſo? 
Iſa. Why! What did I ſay? 
Bir. That I have made thee miſerable. _ 
Ja. No: You are my only Earthly Happineſs, 
And my falſe Tongue bely'd my honeſt Heart, 
If it ſaid otherwiſe. 
Bir. And yet you faid, 
Your Marriage made you Miſerable. 
Ia. I know not what I ſaid: 
I've faid too much, unleſs I could ſpeak all. 
Bir. Thy Words are wild; my Eyes, my Ears, my 
Heart 
Were all ſo full of thee, ſo much employ'd 
In wonder of thy Charms, I could not find it: 
Now I perceive it plain — _ | | 
Iſa. You'll tell no body [ DiftraRedly, 
Bir. Thou art not well. | 
Ja. Indeed I am not; I knew that before, 
But where's the Remedy? 
Bir. Reſt will relieve thy Cares: Come, come, no more; 
I baniſh Sorrow from thee. 
I/a. Baniſh firſt the Cauſe. 
Bir. Heav'n knows how willingly. 
Ia. You are the only Cauſe. 
Bir. Am I the Cauſe? The Cauſe of thy Misfortunes? 
Iſa. The Fatal Innocent Cauſe all my Woes. 
Bir. Is this my welcome Home? This the Reward | 9 
Of all my Miſeries, long Labours, Pains, 
And pining Wants of wretched Slavery, 
Which P've out-liv d, only in hopes of thee? 
Am I thus paid at laſt for Deathleſs Love? 
And call'd the Cauſe of thy Misfortunes now ? 
Ia. Enquire no more; twill be explain d too ſoon: 
— is going. 
Bir. What! Canſt thou leave me too? [He ſtays her. 


Ia. 
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Iſa. Pray let me go: 
For both 2 ſakes — me 
Bir. Rack mc not with Imaginations 
Of thin-« impoiſible—— Thou can'it not mean 
Whot ou haſt faid —— Yet ſomething ſhe muſt mean 
— "Twas Madneſs all — Compoſe thy ſelf, my Love! 
The Fit is pait; all may be well again, | 
Let us to Bed. 
Ja. To Bed! You've rais'd the Storm 
Will {eyer us for ever. O my Biron! 
While I have Life, till I muſt call you mine 
I krzow I am, and always was unworthy 
To be the happy Partner of your Loye: 
And now muſt never, never ſhare it more. 
But, oh! if ever I was dear to you, 
As ſometimes you have thought me; on my Knees, 
(The laſt time I ſhall care to be beliey'd) 
I beg you, beg to think me innocent, 
Clear of all Crimes, that thus can baniſh me 
From this World's Comforts, in my Loſing you. 
Bir, Where will this end? i 
La. The rugged Hand of Fate has got between 
Our meeting Hearts, and thruſts em from their Joys. 
Since we muſt part 
Bir. Nothirg ſhall ever part us. 
Iſa. Parting's the leaſt that is ſet down for me: 
Heav'n has decreed, and we muſt ſuffer all. 
Bir. I know thee Innocent; I know my ſelf ſo. 
Indeed we both have been Unfortunate : 
But ſure Misfortunes ne er were Faults in Love. 
Ja. Ch! There's a fatal Story to be told; 
Be deaf to that, as Heav'n has been to me! 
And rot the Tongue that ſhall reveal my Shame. 
When thou ſhalt hear how much thou haſt been wreng'd, 
How wilt thou Curſe thy fond believing Heart, 
Tear me from the warm Boſom of thy Love, 
And throw me like a pois'nous Weed away. 
Can I bear that? Bear to be curſt and torn, 
And thrown out from thy Family and Name, 
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Like a Diſcaſe? Can I bear this from thee ? 

I never can; No, all things have their End. : 

When I am dead, forgive and pity me. [ Exit. 
Bir. Yet ſtay, if the ſad News at laſt muſt come, 


Thou art my Fate, and beſt may ſpeak my Doom. 
b . 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Biron, Nurſe following him. 


Bir. I Know enough; th' important Queſtion 
Of Life or Death, fearful to be reſoly'd, 

Is clear'd to me: I ſee where it muſt end; 

And need enquire no more— Pray let me have 

Pen, Ink, and Paper, I muſt write a while, 

And then I'll try to reſt——to reſt! for ever. [Exit Nurſe, 

Poor Iſabella ! Now I know the Cauſe, 

The Cauſe of thy Diſtreſs, and cannot wonder 

That it has turn'd thy Brain. If I look back 

Upon thy Loſs, it will diſtract me too. 

O, any Curſe but this might be remov'd! 

But 'rwas the rancorous Malignity 

Of all ill Stars combin'd, of Heav'n, and Fate, 

To put it quite out of their Mercies reach, 

To ſpeak Peace to us: If they could repent, 

They cannot help us now. Alas! I rave: 

Why do I tax the Stars, or Heav'n, or Fate? 

They are all innocent of driving us 

lato Deſpair; they have not urg'd my Doom, 

My Father, and my Brother are my Fates, 

That drive me to my Ruin. They knew well 

I was alive: Too well they knew how dear 

My Jabella— 0 my Wife no more! 

How dear her Love was to me—— Yet they ſtood, 

Wich a malicious filent Joy, ſtood by, FA 
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And ſaw her give up all my Happinels, 
The treaſure of het — «1,97 way 
Stood by, and ſaw her married to another. 
O cruel Father! and unnatural Brother 
Shall I not tell you that you have undone me? 
I have but to accuſe you of my Wrongs, 
And then to fall forgotten Sleep, or Death, 
Sits heavy on me, and benums my Pains: | 
Either is welcome; but the Hand of Death 
Works always ſure, and beſt can cloſe my Eyes. | 
1 [ Exit Biron. 
Enter Nurſe and Sampſon. 
Niurſe. Here's ſtrange Things towards, Sampſon: What 
will be the End of em, do you think? 

Sam. Nay, marry Nurſe, I can't ſee ſo far; but the 
Law, I believe, is on Biron, the firſt Husband's Side. 

Nurſe. Yes; no Queſtion, he has the Law on his Side. 

Sam. For 1 have heard, the Law ſays, a Woman mult 
be a Widow, all out ſeven Years, before ſhe can marry 
again, according to Law. | 

Nurſe. Ay, ſo it does; and our Lady has not been a 
Widow altogether ſeven Years. 

Sam. Why then, Nurſe, mark my Words, and ſay I 
told you ſo: The Man muſt have his Mare again, and all 
will do well. | 

Nurſe. But if our new Maſter Villeroy comes back a- 
. he is not the firſt Man that 
has bad his Wife taken from him. | 

Nurſe, For fear of the worſt, will you go to the old 
Count, deſire him to come as ſoon as he can, there may 
be miſchief, and he is able to prevent it. | 

Sam. Now you ſay ſomething, now I take you, Nurſe, 
that will do well indeed : Miſchief ſhould be prevented; a 
little thing will make a Quarrel, when there's a Woman 
in the Way, 111 about it inftantly— Zxeumt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE araws, ſbeus Biron aſleep on 4 . 


Couch. 


Iſabella comes in to him. 


1/a. Aſleep fo ſoon! O happy! happy thou! 

Who thus can'ſt ſleep: I never ſhall more. 
If then to ſleep be to be happy, he 
Who ſleeps the longeſt, is the happieſt; 
Death is the longeſt Sleep. O! have a Care, | 
Miſchief will thrive apace. Never wake more; ¶ Io Bir. 
If thou didſt ever love thy Iſabella, | 
To-morrow muſt be Doomſ- day to thy Peace. 
—— The ſight of him diſarms ev'n Death it ſelf. 
—— The ſtarting Tranſport of new quickning Life 
Gives juſt ſuch Hopes; and Pleaſure grows again 
With looking on him-----Let me look my laſt----- 
But is a Look enough for parting Love 
Sure I make take a Kiſs — where am I going 
Help, help me, Villeroy! — Mountains, and Seas 
Divide your Love never to meet my Shame. 

[Throws her ſelf upon the Floor; after 4 ſhort pauſe, ſhe 

raiſes her ſelf upon her Elbow. 
What will this Baitel of the Brain do with me! 
This little Ball, this ravag'd Province, long 
Cannot maintain — The Globe of Earth wants room 
And food for ſuch a War —— I find I'm going —— 
Famine, Plagues, and Flames, 
Wide Waſte and Deſolation, do your Work 
Upon the World, and then devour your ſelves. 
—— The Scene ſhifts faſlt——[S$he riſes.] and now tis bet. 
ter with me. 

Conflicting Paſſions have at laſt unhing'd 
The great Machine; the Soul it ſelf ſcem'd chang'd: 
O, *tis a happy Revolution here! 
The reas ning Faculties are all depog'd, 
Judgment, and Underſtanding, common Senſe, 
Driv'n out; as Traitors to the publick Peace. 
Now I'm reyeng'd upon my Memory, 
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Her Seat dug up. where all the Images 
Of a long miſpent Life, were riſing ſtill, 
To glare a ſad Reflection of my Crimes, 
And ſtab a Conſcience through 'em : You are ſafe, 
You Monitors of Miſchief! What a Change! 
Better and better ſtill! This is the Infant State 
Of Innocence, before the Birth of Care. 
My Thoughts are ſmooth as the Elyſzan Plains 
Without a Rub: The drowtſie falling Streams 
Invite me to their Slumbers. | 
Would I were landed there — [Sinks into à Chair, 
What Noiſe was that! A knocking at the Gate! 
It may be Villeroy —— No matter who. 
Bir, Come, Iſabella, come----- [Biron in 4 Dream. 
1/a. Hark, I am call'd. 
Bir. You ſtay too long for me. 
Ja. A Man's Voice! ia my Bed! how came he there? 


[ Riſes. 
Nothing but Villany in this bad World; 
Coveting Neighbours Goods, or Neighbours Wives; 
Cuckolds or Cuckold-makers every Where; 
Here's Phyſick for your Fever; 
| [ Draws a Dagger, and goes backward to the Couch. 
Breathing a Vein is the old Remedy. 
Why, at this rate, tis impoſſible for an 
Honeſt Man to keep his Wife to himſelf ; 
The Trade mult thrive they fay 
If Husbands go to Heay'n, 
Where do the 7 that ſend em? . This to try. 
Ful going to ſtab him, he riſes, ſhe knows him. 
What do 1 ſee [Shrieks, 
Bir. My Iſabella! arm'd! 
V. Againſt my Husband's Life! 
Who, but the Wretch, moſt reprobate to Grace, 
eſpair ever hardned for Damnatien, 
Could think of ſuch a Deed ! Murder my Husband! 
Bir. Thou didſt not think it. 
Ja. Madneſs has brought me to the Gates of Hell, 
And there has left me. © the frightful Change . 
| O 


w £\ Y 


— . a. ain. 4. aa ns XX HD 


* 


or, The Innocent Adu ltery. x6 3 


Of my Diſtractions! or is this Interval 
Of Reaſon, but to aggravate my Woes; 
To drive the Horror back with greater force 
Upon my Soul, and fix me mad for ever? 
Bir. Why doſt thou fly me ſo? 
1/4. J cannot bear his Sight; Diſtraction, come, 
poſſeſs me all, and take me to thy ſelf; 
Shake off thy Chains, and haſten to my Aid; 
Thou art my only Cure——like other Friends, 
He wonnot come to my Neceſſities; 
Then I muſt go to find the Tyrant out; : 
Which is the neareſt way? [Running out. 
Bir. Poor Iſabella, ſhe's not in a Condition 
To give me any Comfort, if ſte could; 
Loſt to her ſelf, as quickly I ſhall be 
To all the World. th had been moſt welcome, 
From any Hand but hers; ſhe never could 
Deſerve to be the Executioner, 
To take my Life; nor I to fall by her. 
Euter Nurſe. a 
Nurſe. Sir, there's ſome body at the Door, muſt needs 
ſpeak with you; he won't tell his Name. 
Bir, J come to him [Exit Nurſe. 
'Tis Beliford, I ſuppoſe; he little knows 
Of what has hapned here; 1 wanted him, 
And muſt employ his Friendſhip — Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Street. 


Carlos enters with three Ruffians. 
Car. A younger Brother! I was one roo long, 
Not to yy my being ſo again 
We muſt be ſudden —— Younger Brothers are 


But lawful B:ſtards of another Name, 

Thruſt out of their Nobility of Birth 

And Family, and tainted into Trades. 

Shall I be one of 'em? bow, and retire, 

To make more room for the unwieldly Heir 
To play the Fool in? No. 
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But how ſhall J prevent it! Biron comes, 
To take Poſſeſſion of my Father's Love; 
Would that were all; there is a Birtk- right too 
That he will ſeize — beſides, if Biron lives 
He will unfold ſome Practices, which I 
Cannot well anſwer —— therefore he ſhall die; 
This Night muſt be diſpos'd of: I have means 
That will nor fail my Purpoſe — Here he comes; 
Bir. Ha! Am I beſet? I live but to revenge me. 
[They ſurround him fighting; Villeroy enters with two 
Servants, they reſcue him; Carlos and his Party run. 
Biron very much wounded, one of Villeroy's Ser- 


wants ſtrugling on the Ground with one of the Ruf- 
_=_ | 


vil. How are you, Sir? mortally hurt, I fear. 
Take care and lead him in. [ Biron led in by a Servant. 


Serv. Here's one of em. Villeroy and Servant ſecure him. 


Vil. O tis very well; I'll make you an Example. 
| [They lead him in, 


SCENE changes to the Infide of the Houſe. 


Enter Iſabella, 
Ja. Murder my Husband! O! 1 muſt not dare 

To think of living on; my deſperate Hand, 
In a mad Rage, may offer it again; 
Stab any where, but there, Here's room enough 
In my own Breaſt, to act the Fury in, | 
The proper Scene of Miſchief. Villeroy comes ; 
Villerey and Biron come: O! hide me from em 


- They rack, they tear; let em carve out my Limbs, 


Divide my Body to their equal Claims: 
My Soul is only Biron's; that is free, 
And thus I ſtrike for him, and Liberty. 
[ Going to ſtab her ſelf, Villeroy runs in, and prevents 
| her, by taking the Dagger from her. 
Vil. ls defend and fave thee! 
Attempt thy precious Life! the Treaſt 
Of Nature's Sweets! Life of my little World! 
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1/a. Swear 1 am innocent, and 11] believe you. 

What would you have with me? pray let me go. 

Are you there, Sir? You are the very Man 

Have done all this-----You would have made 

Me believe, you married me; but the Fool 

Was wiſer I thank you; 'tis not all Goſpel 

You Men preach upon that Subject. 

il. Doſt thou not know me? 

Ia. O, yes, very well. [Staring on him, 

You are the Widow's Comforter, that marries 

Any Woman, when her Husband's out of the way. 

But I'll never, never take your word again. 

Vi. I am thy loving Husband. 

Ja. I have none; no Husbang:---- Meeping. 

Never had but one, and he dy d at Candy, 

Did he not; I'm ſure you told me ſo; you, 

Or ſome body, with juſt ſuch a lying Look, 

As you have now: Speak, did he not die there? 

Vil. He did, my Lite ! 

Ja. But ſwear it, quickly ſwear, 

Biron enters bloody, and leaning upon his Sword. 
Before that ſcreaming Evidence appears, 
In bloody Proof againſt me------ 8 
[She ſeeing Biron ſwoons into à Chair, Vil. helps her. 

Vil. Help there, Nurſe, where are you ? : 
Ha! I am diſtracted too! [Going to call for Help ſees Birong 
Biron alive! | 

Bir. The only Wretch on Earth, that muſt not live. 

Vil. Biron, or Villeroy muſt not, that's decreed, 

Bir. You've ſay'd me from the Hands of Murderers: 
Would you had not, for Life's my greateſt Plague: 

And then of all the World, you are the Man 

I would not be oblig'd to —_— 

I came to fall before thee: I had dy'd 

Happy, not to have found your Villeroy here. 

A long farewel, and a laſt parting Kiſs. [Kiſſes her. 
Vil. A Kiſs, Confuſion! It be your laſt. | Draws, 
Bir. I know it muſt-----here I give up that Death 

You but delay d. Since what is paſt has been 
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The Work of Fate, thus we muſt finiſh it. 

Thruſt home, be ſure [Falls down, 
Vil. Alas! he faints! Some Help there, 
Bir. This Letter is my laſt, laſt dying Care: 

Give it my Father [ Dies, 
Vil. He's gone: Let what will be the Conſequence, 

PI! give it him. I have involv'd my ſelf, 

And would be clear'd; that muſt be thought on now. 

My Care of her is loſt in wild amaze. [Going to Iſa. 

Are you all Dead within there? Where, where are you? 


[ Exit 
Iſabella comes to her ſelf. | 
Iſa. Where have I been! methinks I ſtand upon 
The Brink of Life, ready to ſhoot the Gulph 
That lyes between me and the Realms of Reſt; 
But ſtill detain'd, I cannot paſs the Streight 
Deny d to live, and yet I muſt not die. 
Doom d to come back, like a complaining Ghoſt, 
To my unburied Body------Here it lyes, 
[Throws her ff ty Biron's Bod 
My Body, Soul, and Life. A little Du 
To cover our cold Limbs in the dark Grave, 
There, there we ſhall ſleep fate and found together. 
Euter Villeroy with Servants. 
4. _ Wretch! Upon the Ground J, Ske's not he: 
elf, 
Remove her from the Body. [Servants going to raiſe her. 
Ia. Never, never: 
You have divorc'd us once but ſhall no more. 
Help, help me, Biron; Ha! Bloody and Dead! 
O Murder, Murder! You have done this Deed! 
Vengeance! and Murder! Bury us together ; 
Do any thing bur part us. ; 
Ve. Gently, gently raiſe her 
She muſt * forc'd away. 
[She drags the Body after her, t her into their 
Arms, and —— off. mY ge 
Ja. O, they tear me! Cut off my Hands, 
Let me leave ſomething with him, 
They'll claſp him faſt----- 
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© cruel, cruel Men! 
This you muſt anſwer one Day. 
vil. Good Nurſe, take care of her: [Nurſe follows her. 
Send for all helps: All, all that I am worth, 
Shall cheaply buy her Peace of Mind again. 


Be ſure you do | [To a Servant. 
Juſt as I order'd you. The Storm grows loud, 
[ Knocking at the Door. 


Jam prepar'd for it; now let them in. 

Enter Count Baldwin, Carlos, Bellford, Frederick, 
with Servants. | 

C. Bald. O do I live to this unhappy Day! 

Where is my wrecched Son? 

Car. Where is my Brother? 5 
[They ſee, and gather about the Body. 

Vi. J hope in Heav'n. 

Car. Can'ſt thou pity him, 

Wiſh him in Heav'n? When thou haſt done a Deed, 

That muſt for ever cut thee from the Hopes 

Of ever coming there. | 
Vil. 1 do not blame you, 

You have a Brother's Right to be concern'd 

For his untimely Death----- 

Car. — Death indeed! 
Vil. But yet you muſt not ſay, J was the Cauſe. 
Car. Not you the Cau!e! why, who ſhould Murder him? 

We do not ask you to accuſe your ſelf: 

But I muſt ſay that you have murder'd him: 

And will ſay nothing elſe. till Juſtice draws 

Upon our he, ac the aud call of Blood, 

To execute ſo foul a Murderer, 

Bell. Poor Biron! Is this thy welcome home! 
Fred. Rite, Sir, there is a comfort in Revenge, 

Which yet is left you. [To C. Baldwin. 
Car. Take the Body hence. [ Biron carry d off. 
C. Bald. What could provoke vou? 

Vit. Nothing could provoke me | 

To a baſe Murder; which, I fiad, you think 

Me guilty of: I know my Innocence: 

My Servants too can witneſs that I drew 

My Sword in his Defence, to Reſcue him. Dell. 
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Bell. Let the Servants be call d. 
Fred. Let's hear what they can ſay. 
Car. What they can ſay! Why, what ſhould Servants 
ſay! 
They're his Accomplices, his Inſtruments, 
And wonnot charge themſelves. If they could do 
A Murder for his Service ;-they can lie, 
Lie nimbly; and ſwear hard to bring him off. 
You ſay, you drew your Sword in his Defence? 
Who were his Enemies? Did he need Defence? 
Had he wrong'd any one? Could he have Cauſe 
To apprehend a Danger but from you ? 
And yet you Reſcu'd him! No, ne, he came 
Unſeaſonably, (that was all his Crime) 
Unluckily to interrupt your Sport: 
You were new Marry'd, Marry'd to his Wife; 
And therefore you. and ſhe, and all of you, 
(For all of you I muſt believe concern'd) 
Combin'd to Murder him out of the way. 
Bell. If it be fo. 
Car. It can be only ſo. 
Fred. Indeed it has a Face. 
Car. As black as Hell. 
C. Bald. The Law will do me Juſtice: Send for the 
Magiſtrate. 
Car, I'll go my ſelf for him — [ Exit, 
Vil. Theſe ſtrong Preſumptions, I muſt own indeed, 
Are violent againſt me; but I have 
A Witneſs, and on this {ide Heay'n too. 
Fred. What Cries are thoſe ? 
Vil, Open that Door: 


SCENE open d ſhows Pedro on a Rack. 


Here's one can tell you all. 

Ped. All, all: Take me but from the Rack I'll confe!s 
all. I can hold out no longer. 

Vil. You and your Accomplices deſign d 
To Murder Biron? Speak, 

Ped. We did. 


pn fund a 


Fil. 


Ats 


fels 


Fi. 


You ſfav'd his Life; and 
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Vil. Did you upon your private Wrongs, 


Or were employ'd? 


Ped. He never did us wrong. 


Vi. You were ſet on then. 


Ped. O! we were ſet on. 


yil. What do you know of me? 


Ped. Nothing, nothin 


Pi. Take him down. 
C. Bald. Hold. | 
Vil. He has acquitted me. 


. diſcover'd me. 


If you wou'd be reſoly'd of any thing, 


He ſtands upon his anſwer. 


C. Bald. Who ſet you on to act this horrid Deed ? 
Ped. Kill me out-right; let all the Guilt be mine. 
C. Bald. Vil know the Villain; give me quick his 


Name, 


Or I will tear it from thy bleeding Hear! 
pull hard, rack, torture him 


Ped. O! I confets. 
C. Bald. Do then. 


Ped. It was my Maſter, Carlos, your own Son. 
C. Bald. O monitrous! monſtrous! moſt unnatural! 
Fred. Did he employ you to murder his own Brother? 
Ped. He did, and he was with us when twas done, 
C. Bald. If this be true, which is impoſlible, 

t is but Juſt upon me: Biron's Wrongs 

Muſt be reveng'd; and I the Cauſe of all 


Fred. What will you do with him ? 
C. Bald. Now take him down: 


I know too much. 


# 


[Pedro taken from the Rack. 


Vil. I had forgot: Your wretched, dying Son, 


Gave me this Letter for you. 


_ [Gives it to Baldwin. 


dare deliver it: If it ſpeaks of me, 


| pray to have it read. 


C. Bald. You know the Hand. 
Bel. 1 know tis Biron's Hand. 


C. Bala. Pray read it. 
Vol, II. 
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| Bellford reads the Letter. 
SIR, | 
Find I am come only to lay my Death at your Door: I am 
now going out of the World, but cannot forgive you, nor 
my Brother Carlos, for not hindring my poor Wife Iſabella 
from marrying with Villeroy, when you both knew, from ſo 
many Letters, that I was alrve — ox = 


Vil, How! did you know it then? 
C. Bald. Amazement! all. 
Enter Carlos with Officers. 
O Carlos! are you come? Your Brother here, 
Here in a wretched Letter, lays his Death 


On you, and me: Have you done any thing 


To haſten his ſad End? 

Car. Bleſs me, Sir, I do any thing? Who, I! 

C. Bald. He talks of Letters that were ſent to us: 
I never heard of any: Did you know 
He was alive? 

Car. Alive! Heay'n knows, not I. 


C. Bald. Had you no News of him, from a R 
Or Letter never? | [ 
Car. Never, never, I. |] 
Bel. That's ſtrange indeed: I know he often writ / 
To lay before you the Condition [To Baldwin I 
Of his hard Slavery: And more I know, 1 
That he had ſeveral Anſwers of his Letters : E 
He ſaid they came from you; you are his Brother. I 
Car. Never from me. | 
Bel. That will appear. * 
The Letters I believe are fill about him; It 
For ſome of em I ſaw but Yeſterday. 0 
C. Bald. What did thoſe Anſwers ſay? In 
Bel. I cannot ſpeak to the Particulars; . Te 
But I remember well, the Sum of em Ar 
—— . ſame, and all agreed, Fo 
That was nothing to be hop'd from | 
That *twas, your —— Reſolution, 2 Su, 


To let him periſn there. C. 344 6 


44. 


I had not that; hardly was thought a Son; 
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C. Bald. O Carlos! Carlos! hadſt thou been a Brother. 
Car. This is a Plot upon me; I never knew 
He was in Slavery, or was alive, | 
Or heard of him, before this fatal Hour, 
Bel. There, Sir, I muſt confront you: 
He ſent you a Letter, to my knowledge, laſt Night; 
And you ſent him word you wou'd come to him: 
I fear you came too ſoon. 
C. Bald. Tis all too plain. | 
Bring out that Wretch before him. [Pedro produc 4. 
Car. Ha! Pedro there! then I am caught indeed. 
Bel. Vou ſtart at ſight of him. 
He has confeſt the bloody Deed. 
Car. Well then, he has conteſt, 
And I muſt anſwer it. 
Bel. Is there no more? 
Car. Why, what would you haye more? I know the 
worſt, | 
And I expect it. 
C. Bald. Why haſt thou done all this? | 
Car. Why, that which damns moſt Men, has ruin'd me, 
The making of my Fortune. Biron ſtood 
Between me, and your Fayour; while he liv'd, 


And not at all a-kin to your Eſtate. 
I could not bear a younger Brother's Lot, 
To live depending, upon Courteſie. 
Had you provided for me like a Father, 
I had been till a Brother. 
C. Bald. Tis too true, 
never lov'd thee, as I ſhou'd have done; 
It was my Sin, and I am puniſh'd for't. 
O]! never may Diſtinction riſe again 
In Families: Let Parents be the fame 
To all their Children; common in their Care, 
And in their Love of em: I am unhappy 
* one too well. g 
. You. knew your Brother liv'd; why did 
Such Pains to — me to We ? 3 
Car, I had my Reaſons fort 
. H 2 


Fred. More than I thought you had. 
Car. But one was this; 
I knew my Brother lov'd his Wife ſv well, 
That if he ever ſhou'd come home again, 
He cou'd not long out- live the Loſs of her. 


Bel. If you rely'd on that, why did you kill him ? 
Car. To make all ſure. Now you are anſwer'd all. 


Where muſt I go? I'm tir'd of your Queſtions. 


C. Bald. I leave the Judge to tell thee what thou art; 


A Father cannot find a Name for thee. 

But Parricide is higheſt Treaſon ſure 

To facred Nature's Laws; and muſt be ſo, 

So ſentenc'd in thy Crimes. Take him away 
The violent Remedy is found at laſt, 

That drives thee out, thou Poiſen of my Blood, 
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Infected long, and only foul in thee, [Carlos led off. 
Grant me, ſweet Heay'n, thy Patience, to go through 


The Torment of my Cure— Here, here begins 
The Operation——alas! ſhe's mad. 


Enter Iſabella diſtrafied, held by her Women, ber Hair di 
ſbevel d, her little Son ruming in before, being afraid 
her 


of her. | 
Vil. My Iſabella! poor unbappy Wretch! 
What can I ſay to her? 
Iſa. Nothing, nothing, tis a babling World, 


I'll hear no more on't. When does the Court ſit? 


I'll not be bought, what! to ſell innocent Blood! 
You look like one of the pale Judges here, 
Minos, or Radamanth, or acus, 
I have heard of you. 
I have a Cauſe to try, an honeſt one; 
Will you not hear it? Then I muſt _ 
To the bright Throne, call down the 
To witneſs how you uſe me. 
Wom. Help, help, we cannot hold her, 
Vil. You but enrage her more. 


C. Bald. Pray give her way, ſhe'll hurt no body. 


Iſa. What have you done with him? He was 
now; | 
I ſaw him here. Oh Niem, Biron! where, 


v'nly Powers, 


but 


Where 


ut 
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Where have they hid thee from me? He is gone 
But here's a little laming Cherubin —— 
Child. O ſave me, ſave me! [Running to Baldwin. 
Iſa. The Mercury of Heay'n, with Silver Wings, 
Impt for the flight, to overtake his Ghoſt, 
And bring him back again. 
Child. | fear ſhe'll kill me. 
C. Bald. She wonnot hurt thee. [She flings away. 
Iſa. Will nothing do! I did not hope to find 
Juſtice on Earth; tis not in Heay'n neither. 
Biron hath watch'd his Opportunity. 
Softly; he ſteals it from the ſleeping Gods 
And {ends it thus. 


| stab ber ſelf. 
Now, now ! laugh at you, defic you all, 


You Tyrants, Murderers: 


vil. Call, call for help: O Heav'n! this was too much. 
C. Bald. O! Thou moſt injur'd Innocence! Yet live, 
Live but to Witneſs for me to the World, 
How much I do repent me of the Wrongs, 
Th unnatural Wrongs, which I have heap'd on thee, 
And have pull'd down this Judgment on us all. 
Fil. O ſpeak, ſpeak but a Word of Comfort to me. 
C. Bald. If the moſt tender Father's Care, and Love 
Of thee, and thy poor Child can make amends; 
O yet look up, and Live. 
Iſa. Where is that little Wretch? [They raiſe her. 
I die in Peace to leave him to your Care. 


I have a wretched Mother's rd 

A dying Kiſs, pray let me give it him, 

My Bleſſing; that, that's all I have to leave thee. 

O may thy Father's Virtues live in thee : 

And all his Wrongs be buried in my Grave. 

The Waves and Winds will daſh, and Tempeſts roar; 

But Wrecks are toſs d at laſt upon the Shoar. [ Dies, 
vil, She's gone, and all my Joys of Life with her. 

Where are your Officers of Juſtice now ? 


| Seize, bind me, drag me to the Bloody Bar. 


Accuſe, condemn me; let the Sentence reach 


My hated Life, no matter how it comes, 


Fl think it juſt, and thank you as it falls. 
H 3 Self- 
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Self-Murder is deny'd me: Elſe how ſoon 
Could I be paſt the Pain of my Remembrance ! 
But I muſt live, grow gray with lingring Grief, 
To die at laſt in telling this fad Tale. 
C. Bald. Poor wretched Orphan of moſt wretched Parents ! 

Scaping the Storm, thou'rt thrown upon a Rock, 
To periſh there; the very Rocks would melt; 
Soften their Nature ſure to foſter thee: 
I find it by my ſelf. My Flinty Heart, 
1 That Barren Rock, on which thy Father ſtarv'd, 
g Opps its Springs of Nouriſhment to thee: 
| | There's not a Vein but ſhall run Milk for thee, 
O had I pardon'd my poor Biron's Fault 

His firſt, his only Fault, this had not been, 

To erring Youth there's ſome Compaſſion due; 5 


But while with Rigour you their Crimes purſue, 
What's their Misfortune, is a Crime in you 
Hence learn offending Children to forgive: 


Leave Puniſhment to Heav'n, tis Heay'n's Prerogative, | 


E PILO GU E. 
Spoken by Mrs. Verbruggen. 


ts! N me, when you ſaw the Lady die, 
| Were you not puzled for a Reaſon why ? 
A buxom Damſel, and of Play-houſe Race, 
Not to out. live th injoyment of a Brace! 
Were that the only Marriage-curſe in Store, 
How many would compound to ſuffer more, 5 
And yet live on, with Comfort, to threeſcore? 
But on our Exits there is no relying: 
We Women are ſo whimſical in Dying. 
Some pine away for loſs of og ling Fellows : 
Nay ſome have dy d for Love, as Stories tell us. 
Some, ſay our Hiftories, though long ago, 8 


For having undergone a Rape, or ſo, 

Plung d the fell Dagger, without more ado, 

But Time has laugh d thoſe Follies out of Faſhion : 

And fure they'll never gain the Approbation 5 
Of Ladies, who conſult their Reputation. 

For if a Rape muſt be efleem'd a Curſe, 

Grim Death, and Publication make it worſe. 

Should the Opinion of the World be try d, 

They'll ſcarce give Fudgment on the Plaintiff's ſide, 

For all muſt own, tis moſt egregious Nonſenſe, 

To die for being pleas'd, with a ſafe Conſcience. 

Nay, look not on your Fans, nor twn away, 8 


For tell me, Ladies, why do you Marry, pray? 
But to enjoy your Wiſhes, as you may. 
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To His GRACE 


WILLIA M 
Duke of Devonſhire, &c. 


Lord Steward of His MaJeSTY's 
Houſhold, Knight of the moſt Noble 
Order of the Garter, and One of 
His MajesTyY's moſt Honourable 


Privy-Council. 


My LOR D, 
E beſt part ata Fortune of 
LASD 7 E my laſt Play (The Innocent Adul- 
5 57 tery) was, That it gave me an 
a Opportunity of making my ſelf 


were pleaſed to Countenancethe 
Advances which I had been a great while di- 
recting and aiming at You, and have ſince encou- 
rap'd me into an Induſtry, which, I hope, will 
allow me in this Play to own (which is the only 
way I can) the great Obligations I have to You, 
H 6. I 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


I ſtand engag'd to Mrs. Behn for the Occaſion 
of a moſt Paſſionate Diſtreſs in my Laſt Play; 
and in a Conſcience that I had not made her a 
ſufficient Acknowledgment, I have run further 
into her Debt for Oroonoſo, with a Deſign to oblige 
me to be honeſt ; and that every one may find 
me out for [ngratitude, when I don't ſay all that's 
fit for me upon that Subject. She had a great 
Command of the Stage; and I have often won- 
der'd that ſhe would bury her Favourite Hero in 
a Novel, when ſhe might have reviv'd him in the 
Scene. She thought either that no AQor could 
repreſent him; or ſhe could not bear him repre- 
ſented: And I believe the laſt, when I remember 
What I have heard from a Friend of hers, That 
ſhe always told his Story, more feelingly, than 
me writ it. Whatever has happen'd to him at 
Surinam, he has mended his Condition in Exg- 
land. He was born here under Your Grace's In- 
fluence; and that has carried his Fortune farther 
into the World, than all the Poetical Stars that 
I could have ſollicited for his Succeſs. It was 
Your Opinion, My Lord, that directed me to 
Mr. Verbruggen; and it was his Care to main- 
tain Your Opinion, that directed the Town to 
me, the Better Part of it, the People of Quality; 
whoſe Favours as I am proud of, I fhall always 
be induftrious to preſerye. 


My 


— 
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De Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


My Lord, I know the Reſpe& and Reverence 
which in this Addreſs I ought to appear in before 
You, who are ſo intimate with the Ancients, 
ſo general a Knower of the ſeveral Species of 
Poetry, and ſo Juſt a Judge in the Trials of this 
kind. You have an abſolute Power to Arraign 
and Convict, but a prevailing Inclination to Par. 
don and Save; and from the Humanity of Your 
Temper, and the true Knowledge of the Diffi- 
culties of ſucceeding this way, never aggravate 
or inſiſt upon Faults, 


—— Quas ant incuria fudit, 
Aut humana parum cavit Natura 
Hor. Art. Poet. 


to our Condemnation, where they are Venial, 
and not againſt the Principles of the Art we pre- 
tend to. Horace, who found it ſo, ſays, 


— Gratia Regum 
Pieriis tentata modis, 


The Favour of Great Men is the Poets Inheri- 
tance, and all Ages have allow'd *em to put in 
their Claim; I only wiſh that I had Merit enough 
to prefer me to Your Grace: That I might de- 
ſerve in ſome meaſure that Patronage which You 
are pleaſed to beſtow on me: That I were a 
Horace for ſuch a Aſecænas. That I could de- 

ſcribe 
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ſcribe what I admire; and tell the World what! 
really think, That as You poſſeſs thoſe Infinite 
Advantages of Nature and Fortune in ſo Emi. 
nent a Degree; that as You ſo far excel in the 
Perfections of Body and Mind, You were de. 
. . fign'd and faſhion'd a Prince, to be the Honour 
of the Nation, and the Grace and Ornament of 
the Court. Sir, In the Fulneſs of Happineſs and 
Bleſſings which You enjoy, I can only bring in 
my Wiſhes for the Continuance of em; they 
ſhall conſtantly be devoted to you, With all the 
Services of, | 


My Lorp, 


Your Grace's moſt Obliged, 


moſt Thankful, and 


moſt Humble Servant, 


r 
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PROLOGUE, 
Sent by an Unknown Hand. 


And Spoken by Mr. Powel. 


A when in Hoſtile Times two Neighbouring States 
Strive by themſelves, and their Confederates 
The War at firſt is made with awkard Skill, 

And Soldiers clumſily each other kill, 

"Till Time at length their untaught Fury tames, 

And into Rules their heedleſs Rage reclaims: 

Then every Science by degrees is made 

Subſervient to the Man-deſtroying Trade: / 
Wit, Wiſdom, Reading, Obſervation, Art ; 

A well-turn'd Head to guide a generous Heart. 

So it may prove with our cont 


can get, 

But Cuckolds all are made by Men of Wit. 

To Virgin Favours Fools have no pretence: 

For Maidenhead: were made for Men of Senſe. 

Tis not enough to have a Horſe well bred, 

To ſhew hit Mettle, he muſt be well fed: 

Nor is it all in Provender and Breed, 

He muſt be try d and ſtrain'd, to mend his Speed: 

A favour'd Poet, like a famper'd Horſe, 

Will firam his Eye-Balls cut to win the Courſe. 

Do you but in your M ſcoms vcte it fit 

To yield due Succours to this War of Wit, 5 

The Butkin with more Grace ſhall tread the Siage, 

Love ſigh in ſofter Strains, Heroes leſs Rage: PE 
| ahr 


PROLOGUE. 


$ all ſhow a Triple Row of Teeth, ©. 
1 . ſhall laugh your Fops to death: © 

Wit ſhall —_ and 7 ſhall foam, 

And ſince * 2 s in the Conquering Fit, 

As 25 Arm,, 2 France in Wit : 

The Work were over, cow d our Poets write 


With half the Spirit that our Soldiers fight. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 

Oroono ko, Mr. Verbruggen 
Aboan, a Mr. Powell. 
Lieutenant. Governor of Surinam, Mr. Williams, 
Blanford, Mr. Harland, 
Stanmore, Mr. Horden. 
Fack Stanmore, Mr, 
Capt. Driver, Mr. 1.7 u 
Daniel, Son to Widow Lackitt, Mr. M. Lee. 
Hottman, | Mr. Sympſen. 

h WOMEN. 
Imoinda, Mrs. Rogers. 
Widow Lackitt, Mrs. Knight. 
Charlot Weldon, in Man's Cloaths, Mrs. Verbrugge 
Lucy Welldon, her Siſter. Mrs. Lucas, 


Planters, Indians, Negroes, Men, Women and Children, 
The SCENE Surinam, a Colony in the Weſt 


Indies; at the Time of the Action of this Tix 
gedy, in the Poſſeſſion of the Exgliſp. 
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= Enter Welldon following Lucia. 
= M7 


end in? You have perſuaded me to 
leave dear England, and dearer London, 
the Place of the World moſt worth 
living in, to follow you a Husband- 
hunting into America: I thought Huſ- 
bands grew in theſe Plantations. 

Mel. Why ſo they do, as thick as 
Oranges, ripening one under another. Week after Week 
they drop into ſome Woman's Mouth: Tis but a little 
patience, ſpreading your Apron in expectation, and one 
ot 'em will fall into your Lap at laſt. | 

Luc. Ay, ſo you ſay indeed. 

Hel. But you have left dear London, you ſay: Pray what 
have you left in London that was very dear to you, that 
had not left you before? | 

Luc. Speak for your ſelf, Siſter, 


Mel. 
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Mel. Nay, I'll keep you in countenance. The young 
Fellows, you know, the deareſt Part of the Town, and 
without whom London had been a Wilderneſs to you and 
me, had forſaken us a great while. 

Luc. Forſaken us! I don't know that they ever had us. 
Vil, Forſaken us the worſt way, Child; that is, did 
not think us worth having; they neglected us, no longer 
deſign'd upon us, they were tir'd of us. Women in Lon 
don are like the Rich Silks, they are out of Faſhion : 
great while before they wear out ----- 

Luc. The Devil take the Faſhion, I fay. 

Wel. You may tumble em over and over at their fir 
coming up, and never diſparage their Price; but they fall 
vpon wearing immediately, lower and lower in their v4 
lue, till they come to the Broker at laſt. 

Luc. Ay, ay, that's the Merchant they deal with. The 
Men would have us at their own ſcandalous Rates: Their 
Plenty makes em wanton, and in a little time, I ſup- 
poſe, they won't know what they would have of the 
Women themſelves. 

Hel. O yes, they know what they would have. They 
would have a Woman give the Town a Pattern of he 
Perſon and Beauty, and not ſtay in it ſo long to have the 
whole Piece worn out. They would have the gool 
Face only diſcover'd, and not the Folly that commonly 
— along with it. They ſay there is a vaſt Stock of 

uty in the Nation, but a great Part of it lyes in un- 
profitable Hands; therefore for the good of the Publick, 
they would have a Draught made once a Quarter, ſen 
the decaying Beauties for Breeders into the Country, to 
make room for new Faces to appear, to countenance the 
Pleaſures of the Town. | 

Luc. Tis very hard, the Men muſt be young as long u 
they live, and poor Women be thought decaying and un 
fit for t. Town at one or two — twenty. I'm fur 
we we) ot ſeyen Years in London. 

Mel. Not half the time taken notice of, Siſter. The 
two or three laſt Years we could make nothing of it, e 
ven in a Vizard-Mask; not in a Vizard-Mask, that hs 
heated many a Man into an old Acquaintance, Our Face 


begit 
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began to be as familiar to the Men of Intrigue, as their 
Duns, and as much avoided. We durſt not appear in 
publick Places, and were almoſt grudg'd a Gallery in the 
Churches: Even there they had their Jeſts upon us, and 
cry d. She's in the Right on't, good Gentle woman, ſince 
no Man conſiders her Body, ſhe does very well indeed to 
take care of her Soul. 

Lac. Such unmannerly Fellows there will always be. 

Hel. Then you may remember, we were reduc'd to 
the laſt Neceſſity, the Neceſſity of making filly Viſits to 
our civil Acquaintance, to bring us into tolerable Com- 
pany. Nay, the young Inns-of Court Beaus, of but one 
Term's ſtanding in the Faſhion, who knew no body, but 
as they were ſhewn 'em by the Orange-Women, had 
Nicknames for us: How often have they laugh'd out, 
There goes my Landlady; is not ſhe come to let Lodg- 
ings yet? | 

IS Young Coxcombs that knew no better. 

Mel. And that we muſt have come to. For your Part, 
what Trade could you ſet up in? You wou'd never arrive at 
the Truſt and Credit of a Guinea-Bawd : You would have 
too much Buſineſs of your on, ever to mind other Peoples. 

Luc. That is true indeed. 

Mel. Then, as a certain Sign that there was nothing 
more to be hop'd for, the Maids at the Chocolate Houſes 
found us out, and laugh'd at us: Our Billet-doux lay 
there neglected for Waſte- Paper: We were. cry'd down 
ſo low we could not paſs upon the City; and became ſo 
notorious in our galloping Way, from one end of the 
Town to tother, that at laſt we could hardly compaſs a 
competent change of Petticoats to — us to the 
Hackney-Coachmen: And then it was near walking a- 
foot indeed. | 

Luc. Nay, that I began to be afraid of. 

Wel. To prevent which, with what Youth and Beauty 
was left, ſome Experience, and the ſmall Remainder of 
fifteen hundred Pounds apiece, which amounted to bare 
two hundred between us both, 1 perſuaded you to bring 
your Perſon for a Venture to the Indies. Every thing has 
lucceeded in our Voyage: I paſs for your Broker: _ 
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of the Richeſt Planters here happening to die juſt as we 
landed, I have claim'd Kindred with him: So, without 
making his Will, he has left us the Credit of his Relation to 
trade upon: We paſs for his Couſins, coming here to Suriuan 
chiefly upon his Invitation: We live in Reputation; hav 
the beſt Acquaintance of the Place; and we ſhall ſee ou 
Account in't, I warrant you. 
Luc. I muſt rely upon you 
Enter Widow Lackitt. 

Wid. Mr. Welldon, your Servant. Your Servant, Mrs, 
Lucy. 1 am an ill Viſitor, but tis not too late, I hope, 
to bid you welcome to this ſide of the World. 

[Salutes Lucy 

mel. Gad fo, I beg your Pardon, Widow, I ſhould hate 
done the Civilities of my Houſe before: But, as you fay, 
tis not too late, I hope — [Going 10 kiſs ht, 

Mid. What! [You think now this was a civil Way ot 
begging a Kiſs; and by my Troth, if it were, I ſee 10 

rm in't; *tis a pitifal Favour indeed that is not wort 
asking for: Tho' I have known a Woman ſpeak plaine 
before now, and not underſtood neither. 

Hell. Not under my Roof. Have at you, Widow — 

Mid. Why, that's well faid, ſpoke like a younger Bro 
ther, that deſerves to have a Widow —— | He kiſſes hn 
You're a younger Brother, I know, by your kiſſing, 

Well. How ſo, pray? 

Wid. Why, you kiſs as if you expected to be paid for! 
You have Birdlime upon your Lips. You ſtick ſo clok, 
there's no getting rid of you. 

Well. I am a-kin to a younger Brother. 

Wid. So much the better: We Widows are common! 
the better for younger Brothers, t 

Luc. Better, or worſe, moſt of you. But you won! 
be much better for him, I can tell you — LA ; 

Well. I was a younger Brother; but an Uncle of nM 
Mother's has maliciouſly left me an Eſtate, and, I'm 1 
fraid, ſpoil'd my Fortune, 

id. No, no; an Eſtate will never ſpoil your Fortun 
I have a good Eſtate my ſelf, thank Heay'n, and a kin 
Husband that left it behind him. 
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mel. Thank Heav'n, that took him away from it, Wi- 
dow, and left you behind him. 

Mid. Nay, Heav'ns Will muſt be done; he's in a bet- 
ter Place. 

Hel. A better Place for you, no doubt on't: Now you 
may look about you; chuſe for your ſelf, Mrs. Lackizt, 
that's your Buſineſs; for I know you deſign co marry 
again. 

22 O dear! Not I, T proteſt and ſwear; I don't de- 
ſign it: But I won't ſwear neither; one does not know 
what may happen to tempt one. 

Hel. Why, a luſty young Fellow may happen to tempt 


ou. 

F Wid. Nay, I'll do nothing raſhly: I'll reſolve againſt 
nothing. The Devil, they ſay, is very buſie upon theſe 
occalions, eſpecially with the Widows. But if I am to 
be tempted, it muſt be with a young Man, I promiſe 
you—— Mrs. Lacy, your Brother is a very pleaſant Gen- 
tleman : I came about Buſineſs to him, but he turns eve- 
ry thing into Merriment, 

Hel. Buſineſs, Mrs. Lackitt. Then, I know, you wou'd 
have me to your ſelf. Pray leave us ro, wm Siſter, [ Ex. Luc. 
What am I drawing upon my ſelf here? [Aſide. 

Hid. You have taken a very pretty Houle here; every 
thing ſo neat about you already. I hear you are laying 
out for a Plantation. 

Wel. Why, yes truly, I like the Country, and wou'd 


buy a Plantation, if I cou'd reaſonably. 


id. O! by all means, reaſonably. | 
Hel. If I cou'd have one to my mind, I wou'd think 


of ſettling among you. 


Wid. O! you can't do better. Indeed we can't prete 
good Company for you, as you had in Eng- 


if very happy 
icularly known to you. | 

Hel. Dear Mrs. Lackitt, you do me too much Honour. 
Wid. Then as to a Plantation, Mr. Welldon, you know 


I have ſeveral to diſpoſe of. Mr. Lackitt, I thank him, 
has left, tho I ſay it, the richeſt Widow upon 8 
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Therefore I may afford to uſe you better than other Peo- 
le can. You fal have one upon any reaſonable Terms. 

Mel. That's a fair Offer indeed. 

Wid. You ſhall find me as eaſie as any body you can 
have to do with, I aſſure you. Pray try me, I would 
have you try me, Mr. Weldon. Well, I like that Name 
of yours exceedingly, Mr. Weldon. 

Mel. My Name! | 

Wid. O exceedingly! if any thing cou'd perſuade me 
to alter my own Name, I verily believe nothing in the 
World would do it fo ſoon, as to be call'd Mrs. Welldon, 

Mel. Why, indeed Melldon does found ſomething better 
than Lacłitt. 

Wid. O! a great deal better. Not that there is ſo much 
in a Name neither. , But I don't know, there is ſome- 


thing: I ſhou d like mightily to be call d Mrs. Welldon. 


Hel. I'm glad you like my Name. 

Mid. Of all things. But then there's the Mi fortune; 
one can't change ones Name, without changing ones 
Condition. 

Mel. Vou'll hardly think it worth that, I believe. 

Wid. Think it worth what, Sir? Changing my Condi- 
tion? Indeed, Sir, I think it worth every thing. But, a- 
las! Mr. Welldon, | have been a Widow but ür Weeks; 
tis too ſoon to think of changing ones Condition yet; 
indeed it is: Pray don't deſire it of me: Not but that you 
may perſuade me to any thing, ſooner than any Perſon 
in the World | 

Hel. Who, I, Mrs. Lackiit? X 
Mid. Indeed you may, Mr. Weldon, ſooner than any 
Man living. Lord, there's a great deal in faving a Decen- 
cy: I never minded it before: Well, Lm glad you ſpoke 
firſt to excuſe my Modeſty, But what, Modeſty means 
nothing, and is the Virtue of a Girl, that does not know 
what ſhe would at it: A Widow ſhould be wiſer. Now 
+ own Ren = I won't confeſs yy I have 

a great or you a t while: I our 
Pardon. Sir, and I muſt 2 — indeed Pf it 


you delire to diſpoſe of all I have in the World, in an 
Honourable way, which I don't pretend to * 
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deſerving your Conſideration, my Fortune and Perſon, if 
ou won't underſtand me without telling you ſo, are 
doch at your Service. Gad ſo! another time 
Euter Stanmore to em. 
Stan. So, Mrs. Lackitt, your Widowhood is weaning a- 
pace. I fee which way tis going: Welldon, you're a hap- 
py Man. The Women and their Fayours come home to 


ou. 
F Mid. A fiddle of Fayour, Mr. Stanmore: I am a lone 
Woman, you know it, left in a great deal of Buſineſs, 
and Buſineſs muſt be follow'd or loſt. I have ſeveral Stocks 
and Plantations upon my Hands, and other things to di- 
poſe of, which Mr. Welldon may have occaſion for. 

Hel. We were juſt upon the brink of a Bargain, as you 
came in, | 

Stan. Let me drive it on for you. 

Hel. So you muſt, I believe, you or ſomebody for me. 

Stan. I Il ſtand by you: 1 underſtand more of this Bu- 
ſineſs. than they can pretend to. 

-_ I don't pretend to't; 'tis quite out of my way in- 
deed. 

Stan. If the Widow gets you to her ſelf, ſhe will cer- 
tainly be too hard for you: I know her of old: She has 
no Conſcience in a Corner; a very Few in a Bargain, and 
would circumciſe you to get more of you. | | 

Mel. Is this true, Widow ? 

Wid. Speak as you find, Mr. Welldon: I have offer'd 
you very fair: Think upon't, and let me hear of you: 
The ſooner the better, Mr. Welldon —— Exit. 

Stan. I aſſure you, my Friend, ſhe'll cheat you if ſhe 
can, 

Hel. I don't know that; but 1 can cheat her, if I will. 

Stan, Cheat her? How? 

Hel. I can marry her; and then I'm ſure I have it in 
my Power to cheat her. 

Stan, Can you marry her? | 

Hel. Yes, faith, ſo ſhe ſays: Her pretty Perſon and 
Fortune (which, one with the other, you know, are not 
contemptible) are both at my ſervice. 


Stan. 
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Stan. Contemptible! very conſiderable, I'gad ; very de- 
firable : Why, ſhe's worth ten thouſand Pounds, Man; a 
clear Eſtate: No charge upon't, but a boobily Son: He 
indeed was to have half; but his Father begot him, and 
the breeds him up, not to know or have more than ſhe 
ns a mind to: And ſhe has a mind to ſomething elſe, it 

ms. 

Wel. There's a great deal to be made of this — 

Muſing 

Stan. A handſome Fortune may be made on't; and [ 
adviſe you to't, by all means. „„ 

Hel. To marry her! an old, wanton Witch! I hate her. 

Stan. No matter for that: Let her go to the Devil for 
you. She'll cheat her Son of a good Eſtate for you: 
That's a Perquiſite of a Widcw's Portion always. 

Hel. I have a Deſign, and will follow her at leaſt, til 
I have a Pen'worth of the Plantation. 

Stan, 1 ſpeak as a Friend, when I adviſe you to marry 
her. For tis directly againſt the Intereſt of my own Fa- 
mily. My Couſin Jack has belabour'd her a good while 


t way. 
Hel. What! honeſt Fack! T'll not hinder him. I'll give 


over the Thoughts of her. | 
Stan. He'll make nothing on't; ſhe does not care for 
him. I'm glad you have her in your Power. 
Mel. I may be able to ſerve him. : a 
Stan. Here's a Ship come into the River; I was in hopes 
it had been from England. 


Mel. From England ! 
Stan. No, I was diſappointed; I long to ſee this hand- 


ſome Couſin of yours: The Picture you gave me of her has 


charm'd her. 
Nel. You'll fee whether it has flatter d her or no, in alit- 


tle time. If ſhe recover'd of that Illneſs, that was the 
reaſon of her ſtaying behind us; I know ſhe will come 
with the firſt Opportunity. We ſhall ſec her, or hear of 


her Death. 
Stan. We'll hape the beſt. The Ships from England are 


expected every Day. 


Mil. What Ship is this? 
Stan. 
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Stan. A Rover, a Buccaneer, a Trader in Slaves : That's 
the Commodity we deal in, you know. If you have a 
curiolity to ſee our manner of marketting, I'll wait upon 


ou. 
, Hel. We'll take my Sifter with us. Exeunt. 


SCENE As open Place. 


Enter Lieutenant-Governor and Blandford. 


Gov. There's no reſiſting your Fortune, Blandford; you 
draw all the Prizes. ö , 

Blan. I draw for our Lord Governor, you know; his 
Fortune favours me. : 

Gov. I grudge him nothing this time ; but if Fortune 
had fayour'd me in the laſt Sale, the Fair Slave had been 
mine ; Clemene had been mine. 

Blan. Are you ſtill in love with her? 

Gov. Every Day more in love with her. 

Enter Catt. Driver, teaz'd and pull d about by Widow Lack- 
itt and ſeveral Planters. Enter at another Door Welldon, 
Lucia, Stanmore. 

Mid. Here have I Six Slaves in my Lot, and not a Man 
among em; all Women and Children; what can 1 do 
with em, Captain? Pray conſider, I am a Woman my 
ſelf, and can't get my own Slaves as ſome of my Neigh- 
bours do. 

1 Plan. I have all Men in mine: Pray, Captain, let the 
Men and Women be mingled together, for Procreation- 
lake, _— the good of the Plantation. 

2 Plan. Ay, ay, a Man and a Wo Captain, for t 
good of the Patios, : "IR * 

Capt. Let em mingle together and be damn'd, what 
care I? Would you have me pimp for the good of the 
Plantation ? ant 

Plan. I am @ conſtant Cuſtomer, Captain. 

Hd. 1 am always ready Mony to you, Captain. 

1 Plan, For that Matter, Miſtreſs, my Mony is as ready 
as yours. . 

Wid. Pray hear me, Captain. 

V OL, II. 1 Catt. 
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Capt. Look you, I have done my part by you; I have 
brought the number of Slaves you _ tor; if your 
Lots have not pleas'd you, you muſt draw again among 
your ſelves. 

3 Plan. I am contented with my Lot. 

4 Plan. I am very well ſatisfied. 

2 Plan. We'll have no drawing again. 

Caft. Do you hear, Miſtreſs? You may hold your 
Tongue: For my part, | expect my Mony. 

Wid. Captain, no body queſtions or ſcruples the Pay- 
ment. But I won't hold my — mh tis too much to 
pray and pay too: One may ſpeak for ones own, I hope. 

Capt. Well, what wou'd you ſay? 225 

id. I ſay no more than I can make out. 

Capt. Out with it then. 

Wd. 1 —— have not been ſo fair carry'd as they 
might have How do I know how you have jug- 
gled together in my Abſence? You drew the Lots before 
1 came, I'm ure. 

Capr. That's your own fault, Miſtreſs; you might have 
come ſooner, | 

Wid. Then bere's a Prince, as they ſay, among the 
Slaves, and you ſet him down to go as a common Man. 

* Have you a mind to try what a Man he is? 
You'll tind him no more than a common Man at your 
Buſineſs. i | 

Wid. Sir, you're a ſcurvy Fellow to talk at this rate to 
me. If my Husband were alive, Gadsbodykins, you wou'd 
not uſe me fo. . 

Capt. Right, Miſtreſs, I would not uſe you at all. 

id. Not uſe me! your Betters every Inch of you, I 
wou'd have you to know, wou'd be glad to uſe me, 
Sirrah. Marry come up here, who are you, I trow? 
You begin to think your felf a Captain, forſooth, becauſe 
we call yon ſo. You forget your ſelf as faſt as you can; 
but I remember you; I krow you for a pitiful paltry 
Fellow, as you are; an Upſtart to Proſperity; one that is 
but juſt come acquainted with Cleanlineſs, and that never 
faw five Shillings of your own, without deſerving to be 
hang'd for em. 

Gov, 
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1 
Gov. She has giv'n you a Broadſde, Captain; you'll 
ſtand up to her. 


g Capt. Hang her, Stink-pot, I'll come no nearer. | 
Wid. By this good Light, it wou'd make a Woman do 
a thing ſhe never defign'd; marry again, tho ſhe were 
{are to repent it, to be reveng d of fuch a — 
F. Stan. What's the matter, Mrs. Lackitt? Can I ferre 
ur ou ? 
; id. No, no, you can't ſerve me: You are for ſerving 
* pour (elf, I'm ſure. Pray go about your Buſineſs, I have 
to none for you: You know I have told you fo. Lord! how 
Pe. can you be fo troubleſome? Nay, fo unconſcionable, to 
think that every rich Widow muſt throw her ſelf away 
upon a young Fellow that has nothing? 
Stas. Fack, you are anſwer d, I ſuppoſe. 
ey FJ. Stan. I'll have another pluck at her. 
g- id. Mr. Mellon, 1 am a little out of Order; but pray 
Ire bring your Siſter to dine with me. Gad's my life, I'm out 
of all Patience with that pitiful Fellow : My Fleſh riſes at 
we him: I can't ſtay in the place where he is — [Exit 
hy Blan. Captain, you have us'd the Widow very fami- 
larly. 
A. Core. This is my way; I have no deſign, and therefore 
is? am not over civil. If ſhe had ever a handſom Daughter 
dur to wheedle her out of: Or if I cou d make any thing of 
her Booby Son. 
to Mel. I may improve that hint, and make ſomething of 
u'd him. [dſide. 
Gov. She's very Rich. 
Capt. I'm rich my ſelf. She has nothing that 1 want: 
„ 1 I haye no Leaks to ſtop. Old Women are Fortune-Men- 
ne, ders. I have made a good Voyage, and wou'd reap the 
w? Fruits of my Labour. We plow the Deep, my Maſters, 
uſe but our Harveſt is on Shore. I'm for a young Woman. 
an; Stan. Look about, Captain, there's one ripe, and ready 
try for the Sickle. | 
t is Capt. A Woman indeed! I will be acquainted with her: 
ver Wao is ſhe? 
be Hel. My Siſter, Sir. 


o. 02 Capt. 
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- Capt. Would I were a- kin to her: If ſhe were my Si- 
ſter, ſhe ſhould never go out of the Family. What fay 
you, Miſtreſs ?-You expect I ſhculd marry you, I ſuppoſe. 

Luc. I ſhan't be diſappointed, if you don't. | Turning away. 

Hel. She won't break her Heart, Sir. 

Capt. But I mean —— [ Following her. 

Hl. And I mean — [Going between him and Lucia, 
That you muſt not think of her without marrying. 

Capt. I mean ſo too. 

Hel. Why then your Meaning's out. 

Capt. You're very ſhort. 

Wel. I will grow, and be taller for you. 

.Caft. I ſhall grow angry, and ſwear. 

Hel. You'll catch no Filth then. 

Caps. I don't well know whether he deſigns to affront 
me, or no. 

Stan. No, no, he's à little familiar; tis his way. 

Capt. Say you ſo; nay, I can be as familiar as he, if 
that be it. Well, Sir, look upon me full: What ſay you? 
How do you like me for a Brother-in-law ? 

Mel. Why yes, faith, you'll do my Buſineſs, [Twrning 
Sim abowt.} It we can agree about my Siſer's. 

.-Cape. I don't know whether your Siſter will like me, or 
not: I can't ay much to her: But I have Mony enough: 
And if you are her Brother, as you ſeem to be-a-kin to 
her, I know that will recommend me to you. 

Wel. This is your Market for Slaves; my Siſter is a Free 
Woman, and mutt not be diſpos'd of in publick. You 
fhall be welcome to my Houſe, if you pleate : And, upon 
better Acquaintance, if my Siſter likes you, and I like 
your Offers 

Cajt. Very well, Sir, Vil come and ſee ber. | 
Gov. Where aze the Slaves, Captain? They are long a 
doming. 
| Blas And who is this Prince that's fallen to my Lot, 
for tte Lord Governor? Let me know ſomething of him, 
that I may treat him accordingly; who is he? 

Catt. He's the Devil of a Fellow, I can tell you; a 
Prince every Inch of him: You have paid dear enough 
for him, for all the gocd he'll do you: | was forc'd to clap 
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him in Irons, and did not think the Ship fafe nei- 


ther. You are in Hoſtility with the Indians, they fay ; 
they threatea you daily: You bad beſt have an eye upon 
him 


Blan. But who is he? 49-4 4 
Gov. And how do you know him to be a Prince? 
Cape. He is Son nl Heir to the great _ of Angola 
a miſchievous Monarch in thoſe Parts, who, by his good 
Will, would never let any of his Neighbours be in quiet. 
This Son was his General, a plaguy fighting Fellow: 1 
have formerly had Dealings with kim for Slaves, which 
he took Priſoners, and have pretty roundly by him. 
But the Wars being at an end, and nothing more to be 
go. by the Trade of that Country, I made bold to 
ing the Prince along with me. 

Gov, How could you do-that ? | 

Fian. What! ſteal a Prince out of his own Country? 
Impoſſible! 

Catt. Twas hard indeed; but I did it. You muſt 
know this Oroonobo —— 

Blan. Is that is Name? 

Cape. Ay, Oroonoko. 

Gov. Oroonoko. 

Capt. Is naturally inquiſitive about the Men and Man- 
ners of the White Nations. Becauſe I could give him ſom: 
account of the other Parts of the World, I grew very much 
into his Favour: In return of fo great an Honour, you 
know I cou'd do no leſs upon my coming away, than in- 
vite him on Board me; Never having been in a Ship, he 
appointed his time, and I pcepar'd my Entertainment: He 
came the next Evening as privately as he cou'd, with a- 
bout ſome Twenty along with him. The Punch went 
round; and as many of his Attendants as wou'd be dan- 
gerous, I ſent dead drunk on Shore; the reſt we ſecur d: 
And ſo you have the Prince Oroonoko. 

1 Plan. Gad a-mercy, Captain, there you were with 
him, Vaith. . 

2 Plan, Such Men as you are fit to be employ'd in pub- 
lick Affairs: The Plantation will thrive by you. 


13 3 Plan, 
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3 Plan. Induſtry ſhould be encourag d. 8 

Capt. There's nothing done without it, Boys. I have 
made my Fortune this way, 

Blan. Unheard-of Villany ! 

Stan. Barbarous Treachery ! 

Blan. They applaud him for't. 

Gov. But, Captain, methirks you have taken a great 
deal of Pains for this Prince Oroonoko; why did you part 
with him at the common Rate of Slaves? 

Capt. Why, Lieutenant Governor, III tell you; I did 
deſign to carry him to England, to have ſhow'd him there; 
but 1 found him troubleſome upon my Hands, and V'm 
glad I'm rid of him-— Oh, ho, heark they come. 


Black Slaves, Mm, Women, and Children, paſs acroſs the 
Stage by two and two; Aboan, and others of Orvonoko's 
Attendants two and tw: Oroonoko laſt of all in Chains. 


Luc. Are all theſe Wretches Slaves? 

Stan, All fold, they and their Poſterity all Slaves. 

Luc, O miſerable Fortune! 

Ban, Moſt ci em know no better! they were born 
ſo, and only change their Maſters. But a Prince born 
only to Command, betray d and fold! My Heart drops 
Bloog for him. 

1 Catt. Now, Governor, here he comes, pray obſerve 
im. | 

Ore So, Sir, you have kept your Word with me. 

Capt. I am a better Chriſtian, I thank you, than to 
keep it with a Heathen. 

Oro. You are a Chriſtian, be a Chriſtian ſtill: 

H you have any God that teaches you 
To break your Word, I need not curſe you more: 
Let him cheat you, as you are falſe io me. 
You faithful Followers of my better Fortune! 
We have been Fellow-Soldiers in the Field; 
[ Embracing his Friends. 
Now we are Fellow-Slaves. This laſt Farewel. 


Be ſure of one thing that will comfort us, 


Whatever World we next are thrown upon, 
Cannot be worle than this. [A Slaves go off, but Oroonoko. 
| Catt. 


have 


to 
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Capt. You ſee what a bloody Pagan he is, Governor; 
but I took care that none of his Followers ſhould be in 
the ſame Lot with him, for fear they ſhould undertake 
ſome deſperate Action, to che danger of the Colony. 

Oro. Live ſtill in fear; it is the Villain's Curſe, 

And will revenze my Chains: Fear ev'n me, 

Who have no Power to hurt thee.” Nature abhors, 
And drives thee out from the Society 

Ani Commerce of Mankind, for Breach of Faith, 
Men live and proſper but in mutual Truſt, 

A Confidence of one another's Truth: 

That thou haſt violated. I have done. 

I know my Fortune, and ſubmit to it. 

Gov. Sir, 1 am ſorry for your Fortune, and would 
help it, it I could, . 

Blan. Take off his Chains. You kaow your Condi- 
tion; but you are fallen into honourable Hands: You ara 
the Lord Governor's Slave, who will uſe you nobly: In 
his Abſence it ſhall be my Care to ſerve you. 

| [Blanford applymg to him, 

Oro, I hear you, but I can beliete no more. 

Gov. Captain, I'm afraid the World won't ſpeak ſo ho- 
nourably of this Action of yours, as you would have 
em. 

Capt. 1 have the Mony. Let the World ſpeak and be 
camn'd, I care not. 

Oro. I would forget my ſelf. Be fatisfy'd, [To Ran. 
I am above the Rank cf common Slaves. 

Let that content you. The Chriſtian there, that kaows me, 
For his own fake will cot diſcover more. 

Capt. ] have other matters to mind. You have him, 
and much good may do you with your Prince. [ Exit. 
The Planters pulling and ſtaring at Oroonoko. 

Blan. What would you have there? You ſtare as if you 
never ſaw a Man before. Stand further off. 

[ans em away. 
Oro. Let em ſtare on. | 
I am Unfortunate, but not aſham'd 
Of being ſo: No, let the Guilty bluſh, 
The white Man that betray'd me: Honeſt Black 
14 Diſdains 
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Diſdains to change its Colour. I am ready: 
Where muſt I go? Diſpoſe me as you pleaſe. 
I am not well acquainted with my Fortune, 
Bur mult learn to know it better: So I know, you ſay: 
Degrees make all things eaſie. 
Ban. All things ſhall be eaſie. 
Oro. Tear off this Pomp, and let me know my ſelf: 
The ſlaviſn Habit beſt becomes me now. 
Hard Fare, and Whips, and Chains may overpow'r 
The traiter Fl-ſh, and bow my Body down: 
But there's another, nobler Part of me, 
Out of your Reach, which you can never tame. 
Blan. You ſhall find nothing of this Wretchedneſs 
You apprehend. We are not Monſters all. 
You ſeem unwilling to diſcloſe your ſelf : 
Therefore, for fear the mentioning your Name 
Should give you new Diſquiets, I preſume 
To call you Ceſar. 
Oro. I am my ſelf; but call me what you pleaſe, 
Stan. A very good Name, Ceſar. 
Gov. And very fit for his Character. 
Oro. Was Ceſar then a Slave? 
Gov, I think he was; to Pirates too: He was a great 
Conqueror, but Unfortunate in his Friends 
Oro. His Friends were Chriſtians? 
Blan No. 
Oro. No! that's ſtrange. 
Gov. And murder'd by em. 
Oro. I would be Ceſar there. Yet I will live, 
Blan. Live to be happier. 
Oro. Do what you will with me. 
'Blan. 1'll wait upon you, attend, and ſerve you. 
| Exit with Oroonoko. 
Luc. Well, if the Captain had brought this Prince's 
Country along with him, and would make me Queen of 
it, I would not have him, after doing ſo baſe a thing. 
Mil. He's a Man to thrive in the World, Siſter : He'll 
make you the better Jointure. 


Luc. Hang him, nothing can proſper with him. 


Stan, 
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Stan. Enquire into the great Eſtates, and you will find 
moſt of em depend upon the fame Title of Honeſty: 
The Men who raiſe em firſt are much of the Captain's 
Principles. | 

Wel. Ay, ay, as you ſay, let him be damn'd for the 

ood of his Family Come, Siſter, we are invited to 


inner. 
Gov. Stanmore, you dine with me. ¶Exeunt. 


ACT l. SCENE I. 


SCENE Hide Lackitt'? Honſe. 


Enter Widow Lackitt and Welldon. 


=—_ HIS is fo great a Favour, I don't know how 
to receive it. 2 

Wid. O dear Sir! you know how to receive and how 
to return a Favour, as well as any body, I don't doube 
it: Tis not the firſt you have had from our Sex, I ſup- 


poſe. 


Hol. But this is ſo unexpefted. _ 
Mid. Lord, how can you fay fo, Mr. Heldon? Iwon't 


believe you. Don't 1 know you handſom Gentlemen 
expect every thing that a Woman can do for you? And 
by my troth you're in the right on't: I think one can't 
do too much for a handſome Gentleman; and ſo you 


ſhall find it. 
Mel. I ſhall never have ſuch an Offer again, that's cer- 


tain: What ſhall J do? I am mightily divided —— 
\ Pretending a Cencern, 

Hid. Divided ! O dear, I hope not ſo, Sir. If 1 mar- 
ry, truly I; to have you to my ſelf. 

Hel. There's no danger of that, Mrs. Zackiee, I am 
divided in my Thoughts. My Father upon his Death- 
bed oblig d me to ice my Siſter diſpos d of, before 1 mar- 
ried my ſelf. *Tis that ſticks upon me. They ſay indeed 
Promiſes are to be broken or kept; and I know 'tis « 


I 5 fooliſk, 


| 
| 
1 
ö 
| 
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fooliſh thing to be tied to a Promiſe; but I can't help it 
I don't know how to get rid of it. 

id. Is that all? | 

Wl. All in all to me. The Commands of a dying Fa- 
ther, you know, ought to be obey'd. 

Wid. And ſo they may. 


Wel. Impoſſible, to do me any good. 
id. They ſhan't be your Hinderance. You would 


have a Husband for your Siſter, you ſay: He muſt be ve- 


. Ty well to paſs too in the World, I ſuppoſe? 


Wel. I would not throw her away. 

Mid. Then marry her out of hand to the Sea-Captain 
you were ſpeaking of. 

Miel. I was hiking of him, but tis to no purpoſe: 
She hates him. 

Mid. Does ſhe hate him? Nay, tis no matter, an Im- 
udent Raſcal as he is, I would not adviſe her to marry 
m. 3 . 

Mil. Can you think of no body elſe ? 

id. Let me ſee. 

Wel. Ay, pray do: I ſhould be loth to part with my 
good Fortune in you for ſo ſmall a matter as a Siſter : 
But you find how it is with me. 

Wid. Well remembred, I'faith: Well, if I thought you 
would like of it, I have a Husband for her: What do you 
think of my Son? | 

Wel. You don't think of it your ſelf. 

Fid. I proteſt but I do: I am in earneſt, if you are. 
He ſhall marry her within this half hour, if you'll give 
your Conſent to it, 

Wl. 1 give my Conſent! FIl anſwer for my Siſter, ſhe 
ſhall have him: You may be ſure I ſhall be glad to get 
over the Difficulty. | 

Wid. No more to be ſaid then, that Difficulty is over. 
But I vow and ſwear you frightned me, Mr. Welldon. If 
I had not had a Son now for your Siſter, what muft 1 
have done, do you think? Were not you an ill-natur'd 
Tikigtobogge ata Promiſe? I could break twenty for you. 

Mel. | amy the more oblig'd. ta you; But this Son will 


faye all. 


wid. 
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Mid. He's in the Houſe; I'll go and bring him my 
ſelf. {Gomg.] You would do well to break B 
to your Siſter: She's within, I'll ſend her to you — 
[Gomg again, comes bac 
Wel. Pray do. 


id. But d'you hear? Perhaps ſhe may ſtand upon her 
Maidenly Behaviour, and bluſh, and play the Foo!, and 
delay: But don't be anſwer'd ſo: What! ſhe is not a 
Girl at theſe Years : Shew your Authority, and tell her 
roundly, ſhe muſt be married immediately. I'll mana 
my Son, I warrant you — [ Goes out in haſte. 

el. The Widow's in hafte, I fee : I thought I had 
laid a rub in the Road, about my Siſter : But ſhe has 
ſtept over that. She's making way for her ſelf as faſt 
as ſhe can; but little thinks where ſhe is going: I could 
tell her ſhe is going to play the Fool: But People don't 
love to hear of their Faults: Beſides, that is not my Bu- 
lineſs at preſent, 

Enter Lucia. 
$o, Siſter, I have a Husband for yu 

Luc. With all my Heart: I don't know what Confine- 
ment Marriage may be to the Men, but I'm ſure the 
Women have no liberty without it. I am for any thing 
that will deliver me from-the Care of a Repuration, 
which I begin to find — to preſerve. 

Mel. Il eaſe you of that : You muſt be married 
immediately, | ; 

Lac. The ſooner the better; for I am quite tir'd of 
ſetting up for a Husband. The Widow's fooliſh Son i 
the Man, I ſuppoſe. 

Mel. I contider'd your Conſtitution, Siſter; and finding 
100 have occaſion for a Fool, I have provided ac- 

ingly. 

. don't know whac occaſion I may have for s 
Fool when I'm married: But I find none but Fools have 


occaſion to marry. 
Hal. Since he is to be a Fool then, I thought it better 


for you to have one of his Mother's making than your 


own; twill fave you the Trouble. 
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Luc. I thank you; you take a great deal of Pains for 
me: But, pray tell me, what are you doing for your ſelf 
all this while? 

Wel. You were never true to your own Secrets, and 
therefore I won't truſt you with mine. Only remember 
this, I am your elder Siſter, and conſequently laying my 
Breeches aſide, have as much occaſion for a Husband as 
you can have. I have a Man in my Eye, be ſatisfy d. 

Enter Widow Lackitt, with her Son Daniel. 

Mid. Come, Daniel, hold up thy Head, Child: Look 
Fke a Man: You muſt not take it as you have done. 
Gad's my Life! there's nothing to be done with twirling 
your Hat, Man. : 

Dan. Why, Mother, what's to be done then ? 

Wid. Why look me in the Face, and mind what I ſay 
to you. - 

Dan. Marry, who's the Fool then? What ſhall I get by 
minding what you ſay to me? 5 

Mid. Mrs. Lucy, the Boy is baſhful, don't diſcourage 
him: Pray come a little forward, and let him ſalute you. 

[Going between Lucia and Daniel. 

Luc. A fine Husband 1 am to have truly, [To Welldon. 

id. Come, Daniel, you muſt be acquainted with this 
Gentlewoman. 


Dan. Nay, l'm not proud, that is not my Fault: I am 


preſently acquainted when I know the Company; but 
this Gentlewoman is a Stranger to me. 

Wid. She is your Miſtreſs; I have ow a good Word 
for you; make her a Bow, and go and kiſs her, 

Dan. Kiſs her! Have a care what you ſay; I warrant fhe 
ſcorns your Words, Such fine Folk are not us d to be ſlopt 
and kits d. Do you think I don't know that, Mother? 

Wid. Try her, try her, Man. [Daniel 6ows, ſhe Thruſts 
him / ache tf Why that's well done; go nearer her. 

Dan, Is the Devil in the Woman? Why ſo I can go 
nearer her, if you would let a Body alone. To his Mother] 
Cry you mercy, forſooth; my Mother is always ſhaming 
ane before Company: She would have me as unmanner- 
}y as her ſelf, and offer to kiſs you? [To Lucia. 

Fe, Why, won't you kiſs her? 
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Dan. Why, pray, may I? 

el. Kiſs hes, Li hm Man. 

Dan. Marry, and I will. [Kiſſes her.] Gadſooks! ſhe 
kiſſes rarely! — ou, Mittreſs, and ſeeing my Mo- 
ther will have it ſo, I don much care if I kiſs you a- 
gain, forſooth. | [ Kiſſes her again. 

Luc. Well, how do you like me now! 

Dan. Like you! marry, I don't know. You have be- 
witch'd me, I think : I was never ſoin my born days before. 

Mid. You muſt marry this fine Woman, Daniel. 

Dan. Hey Day! marry her! I was never marry'd in all 
my Life. What muſt 1 do with her then, Mother? 

IVid. You muſt live with her, eat and drink with her, 
go to Bed with her, and ſleep with her. 

Dan. Nay, marry, if I muſt go to Bed with her, I ſhall - 
never ſleep, that's certain: She'll break me of my Reſt, 
2 and clean, I tell you before hand. As for eating and 

rinking with her, why I have a good Stomach, and can 
lay my Part in any Company. But how do you think 
can go to Bed to a Woman I don't know? | 

Ill. You ſhall know her better. 

Dan. — you ſo, Sir? 

Mel. Kiſs her again. [Daniel kiſſes Lucy. 

Dan. Nay, kiſſing I find will make us preſently ac- 
quainted. We'll teal into a Corner to practiſe a little, 
and then I ſhall be able to do any thing. | 

Hel, The young Man mends apace. 

Wid. Pray don't baulk him. 

Dan. Mother, Mother, if you'll ſtay in the Room by 
me, and promiſe not to leave me, I don't care tor once 
f I venture to go to Bed with her. 

Wid. There's a good Child; go in and put on thy beſt 
Cloaths; pluck up a Spirit; I'll ſtay in the Room by thee, 
She won't hurt thee, Ivarrant thee. 

Dan. Nay, as to that matter, I'm not afraid of her: 
T'!l give her as good as ſhe brings: I have a Rowland for 
her Olrver, and fo you may tell her. [Exie. 

Had. Mrs. Lucia, we ſhan't ſtay for you; You are in 2 


- 


tel, 
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Wel. She's always ready to do what I would have her, 
I muſt ay that for my Siſter. 

Wid. Twill be her own another Day. Mr. Welklon, 
we'll marry em out of Hand, and then 

Hel. And then, Mrs. Lachitt, look to your ſelf.-[ Exe. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Oroonoko and Blanford. 
Oro. You grant I have good Reaſon to ſuſſ 
All the Profeſſions you can make to me. | 

Blan. indeed you have, 

Oro. The Dog that fold me did profeſs as much 

As you can do — But yet 1 know not why —— 
Whether it is becauſe I'm falln fo low, 
And have no more to fear—— That is not it: 
I am a Slave no longer than I pleaſe. | 
Tis ſomething Nobler Being juſt my ſelf, 
I am inclining to think others ſo: 

Tis that prevails upon me to believe you. 

Blan. You may believe me. 

Oro. I do believe you. 

From what I know of you, you are no Fool: 
Fools only are the Knaves, and live by Tricks: 
Wiſe Men may thrive without em, and be honeſt. 

Blan. — won't all take your Counſel — [Aide 

Oro. You know my Story, and you {ay you are 
A Friend to my Misfortunes: That's a Name 
Will teach you what you owe your {elf and me. 

Blau. III ſtudy to deferye to be your Friend. 
When once our Nobler Governor arrives, 
With him you will not need my Intereſt: 
He is too generous not to feel your Wrongs. 
But be aſſur'd I will . my Pow, 
And find the means to od you home again. 

Oro. I thank you, Sir----My honeſt, wretched Friends! 
Their Chains are heavy: They have hardly found [Sighing. 
So kind a Maſter. May 1 ak you, Sir, 

What is become of em? Perhaps I ſhould not. 


You will forgive a Stranger, 


Blan. 


her, 


F 
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Nau. LI — — 
And uſe my beſt Endeavours, where they are, 
To have em gently us d. ; 

Oro. Once more I thank you. 

You offer every Cordial that can keep 
My Hopes alive, to wait a better Day. 
What Friendly Care can do, you have apply'd. 
But, Oh! I have a Grief admits no Cure, 
Blan. You do not know, Sir 
Oro, Can you raiſe the dead ? 
Purſue and overtake the Wings of Time? 
Aud bring about again the Hours, the Days, 
The Years that made me happy ? 
Blan. That is not to be done. 
Oro. No, there is nothing to be done for me. 
{ Kneeling and kiſing the Earth. 
Thou God ador d! thou ever-glorious Sun 
If ſhe be yet on Earth, ſend me a Beam 
Of thy All-ſeeing Power to light me to her, 
Or if thy Siſter Goddeſs has preferr d 
Her Beauty to the Skies ro be a Star; | 
O tell me where ſhe ſhines, thar I may ftand 
Whole Nights, and gaze upon her. | 

Blan. I am rude, and interrupt you. 

Oro. I am troubleſome: 

But pray give me your Pardon. My fwoll'n Heart 
Burſts out its paſſage, and I muſt complain. 

O! can you think of nothing dearer to me? 
Dearer than Liberty, my Country, Friends. 

Much dearer thin my Lite? that I have loft. 

The tend're(t, beſt beloy'd, and loving Wite. 

Ban. Alas! I pity you. 

Oro. Do, pity me: . | 
Pity's a kin to Love; and every Thought 
Ot that {ft kind is — my Soul. 

I would be pity'd here. 

Ban, I dare not a:k 
More than you pleaſe to tell me: But if you 
Think it convenient to let me know ; 
Your Story, I dare promiſe you to bear 
A part in your Diſtreſs, if not aſſiſt you, Oro: 
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- Oro. Thou honeſt-hearted Man! 1 wanted ſuch, 
Juſt ſuch a Friend as thou art, that would fit 
Still as the Night, and let me talk whole Days 
Of my Imoinda. O! 1'll tell thee all 
From firſt to laſt; and pray obſerve me well. 
Blan. I will moſt heedfully. h 
Oro. There was a Stranger in my Father's Court, 
Valu'd and honour'd much: He was a White, 
The firſt I ever ſaw of your 195 — 
He chang'd his Gods for ours, and ſo grew great; 
Of many Virtues, and ſo fam'd in Arms, 
He ftill commanded all my Father's Wars. 
I was bred under him. One fatal Day, 
The Armies joining, he before me ſtept, 
Receiving in his Breaſt a poiſon'd Dart 
Levell'd at me; he dy'd within my Arms. 
I've tir'd you already. 
Blau. Pray go on. 
Oro. He left an only Daughter, whom he brought 
An Infant to Angola, When I came 
Back to the Court, a happy Conqueror; 
Humanity oblig d me to condole 
With this fad Virgin for a Father's Log, 
Loſt for my Safety. I preſented her 
With all the Slaves of Battel te attone 
Her Father's Ghoſt. But when 1 faw her Face, 
And heard her ſpeak, I offer'd up my ſelt 
To be the Sacrifice. She bew'd and bluſh'd; 
I wonder'd and ador'd. The Sacred Pow'r 
That had ſibdu'd me, then inſpir d my Tongue, 
Inclin'd her Heart; and all our Talk was Loyc. 
Blan. Then you were bappy. 
Oro. O! I was too happy. : 
I marry'd her: And though my Country's Cuſtom 
Indulg'd the Privilege of many Wives, 
I ſwore my ſelf never to know but her. 
She grew with Child, and I grew happier ſtill. 
O my Imomda! but it could not laſt. 
Her tatal Beauty reach'd my Father's Ears: 
He ſent for her to Court, where, curſed Court! 


No 


A 
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No Woman comes, but for his Amorous Ule: 
He raging to ſſeſs her, ſhe was fore d 
To own her ſelf my Wife. The furious King 
Started at Inceſt: But grown deſperate, 
Not daring to enjoy what he d, 
In mad Revenge, which I could never learn, 
He poiſon'd her, or ſent her far, far off, 
Far from my Hopes ever to ſee her more. 

Blan. Moſt barbarous of Fathers! the ſad Tale 
Has ſtruck me dumb with Wonder. 

Oro. I have done. 
II trouble you no farther: Now and then, 
A Sigh will have its way; that ſhall be all. 

Euter Stanmore. 
Stan. Blanford, the Lieutenant Governor is gone to 
Plantation. He deſires you would bring the Royal Slave 

with you. The fight of his fair Miſtreſs, he fays, is an 
— for a Prince; he would have his Opinion 
of her. 

Oro. Is he a Lover ? 

Blan. So he ſays himſelf: He flatters a beautiful Slave, 
that I have, and calls her Miſtreſs. 

Oro. Muſt he then flatter her to call her Miftreſs? 
I pity the proud. Man, who thinks himſelf 
Above being in love: What, tho” ſhe be a Slave, 


She may deſerve him. | 
Blan. You ſhall judge of that, when you ſee her, Sir. * 
Oro, I go with you. [ Exe, 


SCENE A Plantation. 


T. Governour following Imoinda. 


Gov. I have diſturb'd you, 1 confeſs my Fault, 
My fair Clemene, but begin again, | 

And I will liſten to your mournful Song, 

Sweet as the ſoft complaining Nightingales. 
While every Note calls out my trembling Soul, 
And leaves me ſilent, as the Midnight Groves, 


Only to ſhelter you; ſing, ſing again, 
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And let me wonder at the many ways 
You have to raviſh me. 

Imo. O! I can weep 
Enough for you, and me, if that will pleaſe you. 

Gov. You muſt not weep: I come to dry your Tears, 
And raiſe you from your Sorrow. Look upon me: 
Look with the Eyes of kind indulging Love, 

That I may have full Cauſe for what I fay: 

I come to offer you your Liberty, 

And be my ſelf the Slave. You turn away. [ Following ber. 
But every thing becomes you. I may take 

This pretty Hand: I know your M ww 

Would draw it back : But you would take it il}, 

If 1 ſhould let it go, I know you wou'd. 

You ſhall be gently forc'd to pleaſe your ſelf; 

That you will thank me for. 


[She ſtruggles, and gets ber Hand from him, then he 


«offers to kiſs her. 

Nay if you ſtruggle with me, I muſt take — 

Imo. You may, my Life, that I can part with freely. 

| Exit, 
Enter Blanford, Stanmore, Oroonoko 16 him. L 

Blan. So, Governor, we don't diſturb you, I hope: 
. Your Miſtreſs has left you: You were making Love, ſhe's 
thankful for the Honour, I ſuppoſe. 

Gov. Quite inſenſible to all I ſay, and do: 
When I ſpeak to her, ſhe fighs, or weeps, 
But never anſwers me as I would have her. 

Stan. There's ſomething nearer than her Slavery, that 
touches her. 


Blan. What do her Fellow Slaves ſay of her; can't they 
find the Cauſe? 

Gov. Some of em, who pretend to be wiſer than the 
reſt, and hate her, I ſuppoſe, for being us d better than 
they are, will needs have it that ſhe's with Child. 

Blan. Poor Wretch! if it be ſo, I pity her: 

She has loſt a Husband, that perhaps was dear 
To her, and then you cannot blame her. 

Oro. If it be fo, indeed you cannot blame her. 

[ Sighing. 
Gov. 
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Gov. No, no, it is not ſo: If it be fo, 
I ſtill muſt love her: And deſiring till, 
1 muſt enjoy her. 
Blan. Try what you can do with fair Means, and wel- 
come. a 
Gov. I'll give you ten Slaves for her. . b 
Blan. You know ſhe is our Lord Governor's: But if ! 
could diſpoſe of her, I would not now, eſpecnlly to you. 
Gov. Why not to me? | 
Blan. I mean againſt her Will. You are in love with her, 
And we all know what your Deſires would have: 
Loye ſtops at nothing but Poſſeſſion. 
Were ſhe within your Pow'r, you do not know 
How ſoon you would be tempted to forget 
The Nature of the Deed, and, may be, a&t 
A Violence, you after would repent. 
Oro. 'Tis Godlike in you to protect the weak. 
Gov. Fie, fie, I would not force her. Tho' ſhe be 
A Slave, her Mind is free, and ſhould conſent. 
Or0. Such Honour will engage her to conſent: 
Aud then, if you're in love, ſhe's worth the having. 
Shall we not ſee this Wonder! 
Gov. Have a care; | 
Von have a Heart, and ſhe has conquering Eyes. 
Oro. I have a Heart: But if it could be falſe 
To my firſt Vows, ever to love again, 
Theſe honeſt Hands ſhould tear it from my Breaſt, 
And throw the Traytor from me. O! Imoinda! 
Living or dead, I can be only thine. 
Elan. Imoinda was his Wife: She's either dead, 
Or living, dead to him: Forc'd from his Arms 
By an inhuman Father. Another time 
Ii tell you all. [To the Gov. and Stan 
Stan. Hark! the Slaves have done their Work; 
Ard now begins their Evening Merriment. 
Blaz The Men are all in love with fair Clemene 
As much as you are: And the Women hate her, 
From an inſſinct of natural Jealouſie. 
They ſing, and dance, and try their little Tricks | 
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To entertain her, and divert her Sadneſs. 
May be ſhe is among em: Shall we ſee? [ Exeron, 


The SCENE drawn ſbeus the Haves, Men, Io. 
men and Children upon the Ground, ſome riſe and 
dance, others ſing the following Songs. 


A SONG by Sir Harry Sheers. 
Sett by Mr. Courtevill, and ſung by the Boy to Miſs Cre/s, 


I. a 
Laſs there lives upon the Green, 
Com d I her Pidture draw; 
A brighter Nymph was never ſeen, 
That looks, 4 reigns a little Queen, 
Ah keeps the Swains in awe. 


II. 
Her Eyes are Cupid's Darts, and Wings, 
Hey Eye-brows are his Bow; 
Her Silken Hair the Silver Strings, 
Which ſure and ſwift Deſtruct ion brings 
To all the Vale below. 1 


n. F 
If Paſtorella's dawning Light 
Can warm, and wound us ſo: h 
Her Noon will ſhine ſo piercing bright, ſ 
Each glancing Beam will kill outright, 
And every Swain ſubdue. 


ASONG by Mr, Cheek, 
Sett by Mr, Courtevill, and ſung by Mr. Leveridge. 


I, 
BR Cinthia's Pom yr divinely great, 
What Heart is not obeying ? 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
An in her Eyes are playing. She 


roſs, 
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| II. 
She ſeems the Queen of Love to reign 
2 She alone rr * 
Such Sweets, as beſt cam entertain 
The Guſt of all the Senſes. 
III. 
Her Face a charming Proſpe brings 
Her Breath . Fong 
I hear an Angel, when fhe ſings, 
And tafte of Heav'n'm Kiſſes. 5 
IV. 
Four Senſes thus ſhe feaſts with Foy, 
From Nature's richefs Treaſure : 
Let me the other Senſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. 


During the Entertainment, the Governor, Blanford, Stan- 
more, Oroonoko, enter as Spectators; that ended, Captain 
Driver, Jack Stanmore, and ſeveral Planters enter with 
their Swords drawn. 7 [A Bell rings. 


Capt. Where are you, Governor? Make what haſte you 


can 1 i 
To ſave your ſelf, and the whole Colony. 
bid 'em ring the Bell. 

Gov. What's the Matter? * 

Stan. The Indians are come down upon us: They 
12 plunder d ſome of the Plantations already, and are 
marching this way, as faſt as they can. 

Gov, What can we do againſt 'em? 

Blan. We ſhall be able to make a ſtand, till more 
Planters come in to us. 

F. Stan, There are a great many more without, if you 
wou'd ſhow your ſelf, and put us in order. 

Gov. There's no danger of the White Slaves, they'll not 
tir: Blanford, and Starmore, come you along with me: 
Some of you ſtay here to look after the Black Slaves. 

[ All go out but the Captain, and ſax Planters, who 
all at once ſiexe Oroonoko, * 
I 


to be cutting his Maſters Throats, I know him. C 
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1 Plan. Ay, ay, let us alone. 
Capt. In the firſt place we ſecure you, Sir, 
As an Enemy to the Government. 
Oro, Are you there, Sir, you are my conſtant Friend. 
1 Plan. You will be able to do a great deal of Miſ. 
chief, 
Capt. But we ſhall prevent you: Bring the Irons hither, 
He has the Malice of a Slave in him, and wou'd be u 
ain 
his Hands and Feet, that he may not run over to em: 
If they have him, they ſhall carry him on their Backs, 
that I can tell 'em. 
As they are chaming him, Blanford enters, runs to em. 
Blan. What are you doing there? 
Caps. Securing the main Chance: This is a Boſom E- 
nemy. 
Blan. Away, you Brutes: Pll anſwer with my Life for 
his Behaviour; ſo tell the Governor, 
Capt. Plan. Well, Sir, ſo we will. 
[Exeunt Capt. and Planters, 
Oro. Give me a Sword, and I'll deſerve your Truſt. 
A Party of Indians enter, hurrying Imoinda among the 
Slaves; another Party of Indians finſlains em retreating, 


follow d at u diſtance by the Governor with the Planters: 


Blanford, Oroonoko join em. 

Blan. Heil, and the Devil! they drive away our Slaves 
before our Faces. Governor, can you ſtand tamely by, 
and ſuffer this? Clemene Sir, your Miſtreſs is among em. 

Gov. We throw our ſelves away, in the attempt to 


. reſcue em. 


Oro. A Lover cannot fall more glorious, 
Than in the cauſe of Love. He that deſeryes 
His Miſtreſs' Favour wonnot ſtay behind: 
Fit lead you on, be bold, and follow me. 
: [Oroonoko at the head of the Planters, falls uten 
the Indians with a great ſhout, beats em off. 
Enter Imoinda. | 
Ino. I'm toſt about by my tempeſtuous Fate, 
And no where muſt have Reft ; Indians, or Engliſh ! 
Whoeyer has me, I am till a Slave. 


No 
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Na matter whoſe I am, ſince I'm no more 
My Royal Maſter's; ſince Im his no more. 
OI was happy! nay, I will be bappy, 
in the dear thought that I am ſtill his Wife, 
Tho' far divided Tom him. 
[Draws off to a corner of the Stage. 
After a Shout, enter the Governor with Oroonako, Blanford, 
Stanmore, and the Planters. | 
Gov. Thou glorious Man! thou ſomething greater ſure 
Than Ceſar ever was! that ſingle Arm | : 
Has fawd us all: Accept our general Thanks. | 
[44 bow to Oroonoko. 
And what we can do more to Recompence 
Such noble Services, you ſhall command. 
Clemene too ſhall thank you—— ſhe is ſafe 
Look up, and bleſs your brave Deliverer. 
[Brings Clemene forward, looking down on the Ground. 
Oro, Bleſs me indeed ! 
Blan. You ſtart! : 
Oro. O all you Gods! 
Who govern this great World, and bring about 
Things ſtrange, and unexpected, can it be? 
Gov. What is't you ſtare at ſo? 
Oro. Anſwer me ſome of you, you who have Power, 
And have your Senſes free: Or are you all 
Struck thro' with wonder too? [Looking fill fixt on her. 
Blan. What wou'd you know? | 
Oro. My Soul ſteals from my Body thro' my Eyes: 
All that is left of Life, I'll gaze away, | 
And die upon the Pleaſure, 
Gov. This is ſtrange! 
Oro. If you but mock me with her Image here: ; 
If ſhe be not Imoinda —— 
[She looks upon him, and falls into a Spoon, he runs to lr. 
Ha! the faints! | 
Nay, then it muſt be ſhe: It is Inoinda: 
My Heart confeſſes her, and leaps for joy, 
To welcome her to her own Empire here. 
I feel her all, in every part of me. 
O! let me preſs her in my cager Arms, 


1 
| 
| 


May I be curſt to wiſh, and ſigh in vain, 


216 OxOON ORO. 


Wake her to Life, and with this kindling Kiſs 
Give back that Soul, ſhe only ſent to me. {Kiſſes her. 
Gov. I am amaz d 
Blan. I am as much as you. 
Oro. Imoinda! O! thy Oreenoko calls. 
* _—_ coming to Life, 


As _ & oth - LS 


Imo. My Oroonoko! O! I can't believe 
What any Man can fay. But if I am 
To be deceiy'd, there's ſomething in that Name, 
That Voice, that Face, [Staring on him. 
O! if 1 know my ſelf, I cannot be miſtaken. Þ 

| Runs and embraces Oroonoko, 

Oro. Never here; V 
You cannot be miſtaken: I am ; 

Your Oroonoko, all that you — have, | 
Your tender loving Husband. I. 
That I would have: my Husband! then I am be 
Alive, and waking to the Joys I feel: 

— 2 —.— t, I could not think em true. 

But I believe all that you ſay to me: 1 

For Truth it ſelf, everlaſting Love 1 

Grows in this Breaſt, and Pleaſu. in theſe Arms. An 
Oro. Toke, take me all: Enquire into my Heart, 


FYou know the way to every Secret there) 
My Heart, the ſacred Treaſury of Love: 
And if, in Abſence, I haye miſ-employ'd 

A Mite from the rich Store; if 1 have ſpent 
A Wiſh, a Sigh, but what I ſent to you; 


And you not pity me, 
Imo. O! I believe, 

And know you by my ſelf. If theſe fad Eyes, 

Sjnge laſt we parted, K* the Face 

Of any Comfort; or once wiſh'd to ſee 

The Light of any other Heav'n, but you; 

May I te ſtruck this moment blind, and loſe . 

Your bleſſed Sight, never to find you more. 
Oro. Imoimda! O! this Separation 

Has made you dearer, if it can be ſo, 


* 


＋. 
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Than you were ever to me. You appear 
Like a kind Star to my benighted Steps, 
To guide me on my Way to Happinels: | 
cannot miſs it now. Governor, Friend, 
You think me mad: But let me bleſs you all, 
Who, any way, have been the Inſtruments 
Of finding her again. Imoinda's found! 
And every thing, that I would have in her. 
[ Embracing her in the moſt paſſronate Fondne ſi. 
Stan. Where's your Miſtreſs now, Governor? 
Gov. Why, where moſt Men's Miſtreſſes are forc'd to 
be ſometimes, | 
With her Husband, it ſeems: But I won't loſe 22 
a [ Aſide. 
Stan. He has fought luſtily for her, and deſcrves her, 
Il ſay that for him. 
Blan. Sir, we congratulate your Happineſs: I do moſt 
keartily. | 
Gov, And all of us: But how it comes to paſs — 
Oro. That will require 
More precious Time than I can ſpare: you now. 
have a thouſand things to ask of her, 
And ſhe as many more to know of me. 
But you have made me happier, I confeſs, 
cknowledge it, much happier, than I 
Have Words, or Pow'r to tell you. Captain, you, 
Ev'n you, who moſt have wrong'd me, I forgive. 
| wonnot ſay you bave betray'd me now: 
I! think you but the Miniſter of Fate, 
To bring me to my lov'd Imoinda here. | 
Imo. How, how ſhall I receive you? how be worthy 
Of ſuch Endearments, all this Tenderneſs? 
Theſe are the Tranſports of Proſpeꝛr ity, 
When Fortune ſmiles upon us, 
Oro. Let the Fools, 
Who follow Fortune, live upon her Smiles. 
All our Proſperity is _ in Lore. 
We have enough of that to make us happy. 
This little ſpot of Earth you ſtand upon, 
ls more to me, than the extended Plains, 
Ve L. II. 8 Of 
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Of my great Father's Kingdom. Here I reign 


In full Delights, in Joys to Pow'r unknown; | 
Your Love my Empire, and your Heart my Throne. 
[Exero, Wl 


ACT I. SCENE 1 


Enter Aboan with ſeveral Slaves, and Hottman, 


Hot. HAT! to be Slaves to Cowards! Slaves to 
Rogues! whe can't defend themſelyes! 

Abo. Who is this Fellow ? he talks as if he were ac- 

quainted with our Deſign: Is he one of us? 
[Aſide to his own Gang 

Slav. Not yet: But he will be glad to make one, 1 
believe. wre 

Abo. He makes a mighty Noiſe. 

Hot, Go, ſneak in Corners; whiſper out your Griefs, 


For fear your Maſters hear you: Cringe and crouch P 
Under the bloody Whip, like beaten Curs, " 
That lick their Wounds, and know no other Cure. 15 
All, Wretches all! you feel their Cruelty, The 
As much as I can feel, but dare not groan. . , 
For my Part, while I have a Life and Tongue, C | 
III curſe the Authors of my Slavery. 1 
Abo. Have you been long a Slave? * 
Hor. Yes, many Years. And 
Abo. And do you only Curſe? ” 
Hot. Curſe? only Curſe? I cannot Conjure, Thee 
To raiſe the Spirits up of other Men: * Dri l 
I am but one. O! for a Soul of Fire, Ont 
To warm, and animate our common Cauſe, wa 
And make a Body of us: then I would Th 4 | 
Do ſomething more than Curſe. 4 
Abo. That Body ſet on Foot, you would be one, For I. 


A Limb, to lend it Motion, What 


Hi. 
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Hot. I would be 
The Heart of it; the Head, the Hand, and Heart. 
Would I could ſee the Day. 

Abo. You will do all your ſelf. 

Hot. I would do more 
Than I ſhall ſpeak: But I may find a Time. 

Abo. The Time may come to you; be ready for't. 
Methinks he talks too much: I'll know him more, 
Before I truſt him farther. * 

Slav. If he dares 
Half what he ſays, he'll be of uſe to us. 

Enter Blanford ts m. 

Blan, If there be any one among you here 
That did belong to Oroonoko, ſpeak, 
come to him. 

Abo. I did belong to him. Hoan my Name. 

Blan. Vou are the Man I want; pray, come with me. [ Exe. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Oroonoko and Imoinda. 


Oro. 1 do not blame my Father for his Love: 
(Tho' that had been enough to ruin me) 
Twas Nature's Fault, that made you like the Sun, 
The reaſonable Worſhip of Mankind: 
He could not help his Adoration. q 
Age had not lock d his Senſes up ſo cloſe, 
But he had Eyes, that open'd to his Soul, 
And took your Beauties in: He felt your Pow'r, 
And therefore I forgive his Loving you. 
But when I think on his Barbarity, 
That could expoſe you to ſo many Wrongs; 
Driving you out to wretched Slavery, 
Only for being mine; then I confeſs, 
I wiſh I could forget the Name of Son, 
That I might curſe the Tyrant. 

Imo. I will bleſs him, 
For I have found you here: Heav'n only knows 
What is reſery'd for us: But if we _ 


The future by the paſt, our Fortune mult 
K 2 
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Be wonderful, above the common Size 
Of good or ill; it muſt be in extreams : 
Extreamly Happy, or extreamly Wretched. 

Oro. 'Tis in our Pow'r to make it happy now: 

Imo. But not to keep it ſo. 

. Enter Blanford and Aboan. 

Blan. My Royal Lord! 
I have a Preſent for you. 

Oro. Aboan! 

Abo, Your loweſt Slaye. 

Oro. My try'd and valu'd Friend, | 
This worthy Man always prevents my Wants: 
T only wiſh'd, and he has — thee to me. 
Thou art ſurpriz'd: Carry thy Duty there; 

| [Aboan goes to Imoinda and falls at her Feet. 
While I acknowledge mine, how ſhall I thank you? 

Blan. Believe me honeſt to your Intereſt, 
And I am more than paid. I have ſecur'd, | 
That all your Followers ſhall be gently us'd. | 
This Gentleman, your chiefeſt Favourite, 
Shall wait upon your Perſon, while you ſtay 
Among us. =; 

Oro. I owe every thing to you. 

Blan. You muſt not think you are in Slayery, 

Oro. I de not find I am. 

Blan. Kind Heav'n has miraculouſly ſent 
Thoſe Comforts, that may teach you to expect 
Its farther care, in your Deliverance. 

Oro. I ſometimes think my ſelf, Heay'n is concern d 
For my Deliverance. 

Blan. It will be ſoon : 
You may expect it. Pray, in the mean time, 
Appear as chearful as you can among us. 
You have ſome Enemies, that repreſent 
You dangerous, and would be glad to find 
A Reaſon, in your Diſcontent, to fear : H, 
They watch your Looks. But there are honeſt Men, 
Who are your Friends: You are ſecure in them, A 

Oro, I thank you for your Caution, 4 


| Blin, Tc 


Ke. . 


Feet 


d 
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Blan. I will leave you: 

And be aſſur'd. I wiſh your Liberty. _ 
Abo, He ſpeaks you very fair. 

Oro. He means me fair. 
Abo. If he ſhould not, my Lord. 
Oro. If he ſhould not! 
Il not ſuſpect his Truth: But if I did, 
What ſhall I get by doubting? 
Vo. You ſecure, 

Not to be diſappuinted : But befides, 

There's this advantage in ſuſpecting him: 

When you put off the Hopes of other Men, 

You will rely upon your God-like ſelf: 

And then you may be ſure of Liberty. 

Oro. Be ſure of Liberty! what doſt thou mean; 

Adviling to rely upon my ſelf? | 

I think I may be — ont: We muſt wait: 

Tis worth a little Patience. Turning to Imoinda. 
Abo. O my Lord! 

Oro. What doſt thou drive at? 
Abs. Sir, another time 

You would have found it ſooner: But I ſee - 

Love has your Heart, and takes up all your Thoughts 
Oro. And canſt thou blame me? | 
Abo. Sir, I muſt not blame you. 

But as our Fortune ſtands there is a Paſſion 

(Your pardon Royal Miſtreſs, I muſt ſpeak:) 

That would become you better than your Love: 

A brave Reſentment; which inſpir d by you, 

Might kindl-, and diffuſe a generous Rage | 

Among the Slaves, to rouze and ſhake our Chaias, 

And ſtruggle to be free. 

Oro. How can we help our ſelves? 
Abo. I knew you, when you would have found away. 

How, help our ſelves! the very Indians teach us: 

We need but to attempt our Liberty, 

And we may carry ir, We have Hands ſufficient, 

Double the Number of our Maſters force, 

Ready to be imploy'd. What hinders us 

To ſet em then at work? we want but you, 
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To head our Enterprize, and bid us ſtrike. 

Oro. What would you do? 

Abo. Cut our Oppreſſors Throats. 

Oro. And you would have me join in your Deſign 
Of Murder? 

Abo. It deſerves a better Name: 

But be it what it will, tis juſtify d 
By Self-defence, and natural Liberty. 

Oro. I'll hear no more on't. 

Abo. I am ſorry fort. 

Oro. Nor ſhall you think of it. 

Abo. Not think of it! 

Oro. No, I command you not. 

Abo. Remember, Sir, 

You are a Slave your ſelf, and to command 

Is now ancther's Right, Not think of it! 

Since the firſt Me ment they put on my Chains, 

I've thought of nothing but the weight of em, 

And how to throw em off: Can yours fit eaſie? 
Oro. I have a Senſe of my Condition, 

As painful, and as quick, as yours can be. 

I feel for my Imoinda and my ſelf; 

Imoinda much the tendereſt Part of me. 

But though I languiſh for my Liberty, 

I would not buy it at the Chriſtian Price 

Of black Ingratitude : They ſhannot ſay, 

That we deſery'd our Fortune by our Crimes. 

Murder the Innocent! 

Abo. The Innocent! 

Oro. Theſe Men are ſo, whom you would riſe apainſts 
If we are Slayes, they did not make us Slaves; 
But bought us in an honeſt Way of Trade: 

As we have done before em, bought and ſold 
Many a Wretch, and never thought it wrong. 
They paid our Price for us, and we are now 
Their Property, a part of their Eſtate, 
To manage as they pleaſe. Miſtake me not, 
I do not tamely ſay, that we ſhould bear | 
All they could lay upon us: But we find 
The Load ſo light, ſo little to be felt, 
(Conſt 
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Conſidering they have us in their Power, 
yo may inder het Grievances they pleaſe) 
We ought not to complain. 
Abo. My Royal Lord! 
You do not know the heavy Grievances, 
The Toils, the Labours, weary Drudgeries, 
Which they impoſe ; Burdens, more fit for Beaſts, 
For ſenſeleſs Beaſts to bear, than thinking Men. 
Then if you ſaw the bloody Cruel ties, 
They excute on every ſlight Offence; 
Nay ſometimes in their Proud, inſulting Sport: 
How worſe than Dogs, they laſh their Fellow - Creatures: 
Your Heart would bleed for em. O could you know 
How many Wretches lift their Hands and Eyes 
To you, for their Relief. | 
Oro. I pity 'em, £ 
And wiſh I could with Honeſty do more. 
Abo. You muſt do more, and may, with Honeſty. 
O Royal Sir, remember who you are, 
A Prince, born for the good of other Men: 
Whoſe God-like Office is to draw the Sword 
Againſt Oppreſſion, and ſet free Mankind: 
And this I'm ſure, you think Oppreſſion now. 
What tho' you have not felt theſe Miſeries, 
Never believe you are oblig d to them: 
They have their ſelfiſn Reaſons, may be, now, 
For uſing of you well: But there will come 
A Time, when you muſt have your ſhare of em. 
Oro. You ſee how little Cauſe I have to think fo: 
Favour'd in my own Perſon, in my Friends ; 
Indulg'd in all that can concern my Care, 
In my Imoinda's ſoft Society. [ Embracing her. 
Abo. And therefore would you lye contented down, 
In the forgetfulneſs, and Arms of Love, 
To get young Princes for 'em ? 
Ore, Say ſt thou! ha! | 
Abo. Princes, the Heirs of Empire, and the laſt 
Of your illuftrious Lineage, to be born 
To pamper up their Pride, and be their Slaves? 
Oro. Imoinda! fave me, ſave me from that Thought. 
K 4 Imo. 
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Ino. There is no Safety from it: I have long 
Suffer'd it with a Mother's labouring Pains; 
And can no longer. Kill me, kill me now, 
While I am ble and happy in your Love; 
Rather than let me live to ſee you hate me: 
As you muſt hate me; me, the only Cauſe; 
The Fountain of theſe flowing Miſer'es: 
Dry up this Spring of Life, this pois'nous Spring, 
That {wells fo faſt, to overwhelm us all. 

Oro. Shall the dear Babe, the eldeſt of my Hopes, 
Whom | bego a Prince, be born a Slave? 
The treaſure cf this Temple was delign'd 
T*enrich a Kingdom's Fortune: Shall it here 
Be ſeiz ' upon by vile unhollow'd Hinds, 
To be employ'd in Uſes moſt prophane ? 
Alo. In moſt unworthy Ules; think of that; 
And while you may, prevent it. O my Lord! 
Rely on nothing that they ſay to you. 
They ſpeak you fair, I know, and bid you wait. 

ut think what tis to wait on Promiſcs: | 
And Promiſes of Men, who know no Tie 
Upon their Words, againſt their Intercft: 
And where's their Intereſt in freeing you? 

Im. O! where indeed, to loſe fo many Slaves? 

Abo. Nay, grantthis Man, you thir k ſo much your Friend, 
De honeſt, and intends all that he ſays: 
He is but one; and in a Government, 
Where, he confeſſes, you have Enemies, 
That watch your Looks: What Looks can you put on, 
To pleaſe theſe Men, who are-before reſoly'd 
To read 'em their own Way? alas! my Lord! 
If they incline to think you dangerous, 
They have their knaviſh Arts to make you ſo. 
And then who knows how far their Cruelty 
May carry their Revenge? 

Imo. To every thing, 
That does belong te you; your Friends, and me; 
I ſhall be torn from you, forced away, 
Helpleſs, and miſerabie : Shall I live 

To ice that Day again? 


end, 


Ore. That Day ſhall never come. 

Abo, I know you are perſwaded to believe 
The Governor's Arrival will prevent . 
Theſe Miſchiefs, and beſtow your Liberty: 

But who is ſure of that? I rather fear 

More Miſchiefs from his coming: He 1s young, 
Luxurious, paſſionate, and amorous : 

Such a Complexion, and made bold by Power, 
To countenance all he is prone to do; . 
Will know no Bounds, no Law agaiaſt his Luſts: 
If, in a Fit of his Intemperance, : 
With a ſtrong Hand, he ſhould reſolve to ſeize, 
And force my Royal Miſtreſs from your Arms, 
How can you help your ſelf? 

Oro. Ha! thou haſt rouz'd 

The Lion in his Den, he ſtalks abroad, 

And the wide Foreſt trembles at his roar. 

I find the danger now: My Spirits ſtart 

At the Alarm, and from all Quarters come 
To Man my Heart, the Citadel of Love. 

Is there a Power on Earth to force you from me? 
And ſhall I not reſiſt it? Not ſtrike firſt 

To keep, to ſave you; to prevent that Curſe? 
This is your Cauſe, and ſhall it not prevail? 
O! you were born all ways to conquer me. 
Now I am faſhion'd to thy purpoſe: Speak, 
What Combination, what Conſpiracy, 
Would'ſt thou engage me in? I'll undertake 
All thou would'ſt have me now for Liberty, 
For the great Cauſe of Love and Liberty, 

Abo. Now, my great Maſter, you appear your ſelf. 
And fince we have you join'd in our Deſign, 

It cannot fail us. I have muſter d up 
The choiceſt Slaves, Men who are ſenſible 
Of their Condition, and ſeem moſt reſoly'd: 
They have their ſeveral Parties. 

Oro. Summon 'em, 

Aſſemble em: I will come forth, and ſhew 
My ſelf among em: If they are reſoly d, 
III lead their formoſt Reſolutions, 
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Abo. I have provided thoſe will follow you. 
Oro. With this Reſerve in our Procecding ſtill, 
The Means that lead us to our Liberty 
Muſt not be bloody. 
Abo. You command in all. 
We ſhall expect you, Sir, 
Oro. You ſhannot long. 


| [Exeunt Oro. and Imo. at one Door, Abo. at another. 


SCENE III. 


| Welldon coming in before Mrs. Lackitt. 


Wid. Theſe unmannerly Indians were ſomething unſea- 

ſonable, to diſturb us juſt in the nick, Mr. Weldon: But 1 

have the Parſon within call ſtill, to do us the good Turn. 
Hel. We had beſt ſtay a little I think, to fee things ſet- 

— again, had not we? Marriage is a ſerious thing, you 
OW. 


Wid. What do you talk of a ſerious thing, Mr. ell. 


don? I think you have found me — I 
have marry'd my Son ta your Siſter, to pleaſure you: 
And now I come to claim your Promiſe to me, you tell 


me Marriage is a ſerious thing. 


Mel. Why, is it not? 
Wid. Fiddle faddle, I know what it is: Tis not the firſt 


time I have been marry'd, I hope: But I ſhall begin to 
think, you don't defign to do fairly by me, fo I cal. 


Wel. Why indeed, Mrs. Lackitt, I am afraid I can't do 
as fairly as I would by you. *Tis what you muſt know, 
firſt or laſt; and 1 ſhould be the worſt Man in the World 
to conceal it any longer; therefore I muſt own to you, 
that I am marry d already. 

Wid. Marry'd! you don't fay ſo, I hope! how have you 


the Conſcience to tell me ſuch a thing to my Face! have 


you abus'd me then, fool'd and cheated me? What do 
you take me for, Mr Welldon? Do you think I am to be 
ſerv'd at this rate? But you ſhan't find me the filly Crea- 
ture, you think me: I would have you to know, I un- 
dei ſtand better things, than to ruin my Son without a 
valuable Conſideration. If I can't have you, I can keep 

| my 
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my Mony. Your Siſter ſhan't have the catch of him” 
ſhe ed: I won't part with a Shilling to em. 

Mel. You made the Match your felf, you know, you 
can't blame me. | 

Mid. Yes, yes, I can, and do blame you: You might 
have told me before you were marry'd. 

Mel. J would not have told you now; but you fol- 
low'd me ſo cloſe, I was forc'd tot: Indeed I am marry'd 
in England; but tis, as it I were not; for I have been 
parted from my Wife a great while: And to do reaſon 
on both ſides, we hate one another heartily. Now I did 
delign, and will marry you ſtill, if you'll have a little Pa- 
tience. 

Wid. A likely Buſineſs truly. 

el. ] have a Friend in England that I will write to, to 
poiſen my Wife, and then 1 can marry you with a good 
Conſcience, if you love me, as you fay you do; you'll 
conſent to that, I'm ſure. - | 

Wid. And will he do it, do you think ? 

Mel. At the firſt word, or he is not the Man I take 
him to be. | 

Wid. Well, you are a dear Devil, Mr. Weldon: And 
would you poiſon your Wite for me? 

Wel. I would do any thing for you. 

Wid. Well, I am mightily oblig'd to you. But 'twill 
* a great while before you can have an Anſwer of your 

tter. 

Mel. Twill be a great while indeed. 

id. In the mean time, Mr. Welldon —— 

Hel. Why in the mean time Here's Company: 
We'll ſettle that within, Pll follow you. Exit Widow. 

Enter — . | 

Stan. So, Sir, you carry your wimmingly: 
You have ſtolen Wedding, bear. r 

Mel. Ay, my Siſter is marry'd: And I am very near be- 
ing run away with my ſelf. 

Stan. The Widow will have you then. 

Hel. You come very ſeaſonably to my reſcue: Fack 


Stanmore is to be had, I hope. 


Stan. 


1 
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Stan. At half an Hours warning. R 
Wel. ] muſt adviſe with you. [Exenr, 


SCENE IV. 


Oroonoko with Aboan, Hottman, and Slaves. 


Oro. Impoſſible! nothing's impoſſible : | 
We know our Strength only by being try'd. 
If you object the Mountains, Rivers, Woods 
Unpaſſ*ble, that lie before our Mar h: | 
Woods we can ſet on fire: We ſwim by Nature: 
What can oppoſe us then, but we may tame? 
All things ſubmit to virtuous Induſtry : 
That we can carry with us, that is ours. | 
Slav. Great Sir, we have attended all you ſaid, 
With ſilent Joy and Admiration: 
And, were we only Men, would follow ſuch, 
So great a Leader, thro' the untry'd World. 
But, oh! conſider we have other Names, 
Husbands.and Fathers. and have things more dear 
To us than Life, our Children and our Wives, 
Unfit for ſuch an Expedition: 
What muſt become of them? 
Oro. We wonnot wrong 
The virtue of our Women, to believe 
There is a Wife among em, would refuſe 
To ſhare her Husbind's Fortune. What is hard, 


We muſt make caſie to em in our Love: While we live, 


And have our Limbs, we can take care of them; 
Therefore I ſti]! propoſe to lead our March 
Down to the Sea, and plant a Colony: 
Where, in our native Innocence, we ſhall live 
Free, and be able to def:nd our ſelves; 
*Ti'l ſtreſs of Weather, or ſome accident 
Provide a Ship for us. 

Abo. An Accident! 
The luckieſt Accident preſents it ſelf: 
The very Ship, that brought and made us Slayes, 
Swims in the River ſtill; l ſee no Cauſe a 
But we may ſeize on that. 

| Oro. 


OROO NOE 229 


Oro. It ſhall be ſo: | 
There is a Juſtice in it pleaſes me. 


Do you agree to it? [To the Slawes. 
Omnes. We follow you. 
Oro, You do not reliſh it. [To Hottman, 
Hot. I am afraid F 


You'll find it difficult, and dangerous. 5 

Abo. Are you the Man td find the Danger firſt? 
You ſhou'd have giv'n Example. Dangerous! 
I thought you had not underſtood the word; 
You, who would be the Head, the Hand, and Heart: 
Sir, I remember you, you can talk well; 
I wonnot doubt but you'll maintain your word. 

Oro. This Fellow is not right, I'll try him further, 

To 


The Danger will be certain to us all : 
And Death moſt certain in miſcarrying. 
We muſt expect no Mercy, it we ful: 
Therefore our way muſt be not to expect; 
We'll put it out of Expectation, | 
By Death upon the Place, or Liberty. 
There is no mean, but Death or Li d 
There's no Man here. I hope, but comes prepur'd 
For all that can befall him. : 

Abo. Death is all: 
In moſt Conditions of Humanity 
To be deſir d, but to be ſhun'd in none: 
The Remedy of many; Wiſh of ſome; 
And certain End of all. 
If there be one among us, who can fear 
The Face of Death appearing like a Friend, 
As in this Cauſe of Honour Death muſt be: : 
How will he tremble, when he ſees him dreſt 
In the wild Fury of our Enemies, 
In all the Terrors of their Cruelty ?. . 
For now if we ſhould fill into their Hands, wine” 
Could they invent a thouſand murd'ring ways, 
By racking Torments, we ſhould feel em 

Hot. What will become of us? 


- 
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Oro. Obſerve him nov. [To Abo. concerning Hot. 


I could die altogether, like a Man: 

As you, and you, and all of us may do: 

But who can promiſe for his Bravery 

Upon the Rack? Where fainting, weary Life, 

Hunted thro' every Limb, is forc'd to feel 

An agonizing Death of all its Parts? 

Who can bear this? Reſolve to be empal'd? 

His Skin flead off, and roaſted yet alive? 

The quivering Fleſh torn from his broken Bones, 

By burning Pincers? Who can bear theſe Pains? 
Hot. They are not to be born. 


Diſcovering all the Confuſion of Fear. 


Oro. You ſee him now, this Man of mighty Words! 
Abe. How his Eyes roul! 
Oro. He cannot hide his Fear: | 
I try'd him this way, and have found him out. 
Abo. 1 cou'd not have beliey'd it. Such a Blazd, 
And not a Spark of Fire! | 
Oro. His Violence, 
Made me ſuſpe& him firſt: Now I'm convinc'd, 
Abo. What ſhall we do with him? 
Oro. He is not fit 
Abo. Fit! hang him, he is only fit to be 
uſt what he is, to live and die a Slave: 
The baſe Companion of his ſervile Fears. 
Oro. We are not ſafe with him. 
Abo. Do you think ſo? 
Oro. He'll certainly betray us. 
Abo, That he ſhan't: | 
I can take care of that : I have a way 
To take him off his Evidence. 
Oro. What way? 
Abo, 1'll ſtop his Mouth before you, ſtab him here, 
And then let him inform. | 
[ Going to ſtab Hottman, Oroonoko holds him, 
Oro. Thou art not mad? 
Abo. I would ſecure our ſelves. 
Oro. It ſhannot be this way; nay cannot be: 
His Murder would alarum all the reſt, 1 
ec 
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Make em ſuſpect us of Barbarity, 
And, may be, fall away from our Deſigg. 
We'll not ſet out in Blood: We have, my Friends, 
This Night to furniſh what we can provide, 
For our Security, and juſt Defence. 
If there be one among us, we ſuſpect 
Of Baſeneſs, or vile Fear, it will become 
Our common Care, te have our Eyes on him: 
1 wonnot name the Man. 
Abo. You 7 ens at him. [To Hottman. 
Oro. To- Morrow, early as the breaking Day, 
We rendezyous behind the Citron Grove. 
That Ship ſecur'd, we may tranſport our ſelves 
To our reſpective Homes: My Father's Kingdom 
Shall open her wide Arms to take you in, 
And nurſe you for her own, adopt you all, 
All, who will follow me. 
Cnr all follow you. 
Oro. There I can give you all your Liberty; 
Beſtow its Bleſſings, 2 * em yours. 
There you ſhall hve with Honour, as becomes 
My Fellow-ſufferers, and worthy Friends: 
This if we do ſucceed: But if we fall 
In our A:tempt, tis nobler ſtill to die, | 
Than drag the galling Yoke of Slavery. [Exeunt. 


ACT Iv. Seo -: 


Enter Welldon and Jack Stanmore. 


232 OROONOK 0. 


F. Stan, That's true: I forgot you had marry'd her; 
But if you knew all 

Wel. Tis no matter for my knowing all, if ſhe does 

F. Stan. Ay, ay, ſhe does know, and more than ever 
ſhe knew ſince ſhe was a Woman, for the time; I will 
be bold to ſay: For I have done — 

Hel. The Devil take you, for you'll never have done. 

Stan. As old as ſhe is, ſhe has a wrinkle behind more 
than ſhe had, I believe—— For 1 Fave taught her, what 
ſhe never knew in her Life before. 

Wel. What care I what Wrinkles ſhe has? Or what 
you have taught her? If you'll ler me adviſe you, you 
+ if not, you may prate on, and ruin the whole De- 
ign. 

7. Stan. Well, well, J have done. 

Hel. No body, but your Couſin, and you, and I, know 
any thing of this Matter. I have marry'd Mrs. Lackitt, 
and put you to Bed to her, which ſhe knows nothing of, 
to ſerve you: In two or three Days I'll bring it about fo, 
to reſign up my Claim, and with her Conſent, quietly to 
ou. 

F F.Stan. But how will you do it? 

Hel. That muſt be my Bulineſs: In the mean time, if 
you ſhould make any Noiſe, 'twill come to her Ears, 
and be impoſlible to reconcile her. 

F. Stan. Nay, as for that, I know the way to recon- 
cile her, I warrant you. : 

Hel. But how will you get her Mony? I am marry'd 
to her. 

F. Stan. That I don't know indeed. 

Hel. You muſt leave it to me, you find; all the Pains 
I ſhall put you to, will be to be filent: You can ho!d 
your Tongue for two or three Days? 

F. Stan. Truly, not well, in a matter of this Nature: J 
ſhould be very unwilling to loſe the Reputation of this 
Night's Work, and the Pleaſure of telling. | 

Wel. You muſt mortifie that Vanity a little: You will 
have time enough to brag, and lie of your Manhood, 
when you haye her in a bare- fac d Condition to diſproye 


you. # 
F. $tvn, 


— 


OrRooOoNoKo 233 


F. Stan. Well, I'll try what I can do: The Hopes of her 
Mony muſt do it. 

; _ You'll come at Night again? 'Tis your own Bu- 
ineſs. | 

F. Stan. But you have the credit on't. 

Hel. Twill be your own another Day, as the Widow 
fays. Send your Coulin to me: I want his Advice. 

J. Stan. I want to be recruiced, I'm ſure, a 
Breakfaſt, and to Bed: She has rock'd my Cradle ſuffi- 
ciently. [ Exit. 
Hel. She would have a Husband; and if all be, as he 
ſays, ſhe has no reaſon to complain: But there's no rely- 
ing on what the Men ſay upon theſe Occaſions: They 
have the benefit of their bragging, by recommending their 
Abilities to other Women: Theirs is a trading Eſtate, that 
lives upon Credit, and increaſes by removing 1t out of one 
Bank into another. Now poor Women have not theſe 
Opportunities: We muſt keep our Stocks dead by us, at 
home, to be ready for a Purchaſe, when it comes, a Huſ- 
band, let him be never ſo dear, and be glad of him: Or 
venture our Fortunes abroad on ſuch rotten Security, that 
the Principal and Intereſt, nay very often our Perſons, are 
in danger, If the Women would agree (which they never 
will) to call home their Effects, how many proper Gen- 
tlemen would ſneak into another way of Living, for want 
of being reſponſible in this? Then Husbands would be 
cheaper. Here comes the Widow, ſhe'll tell truth: She'll 
not bear falie Witneſs againſt her own Intereſt, I know, 

Enter Widow Lackitt. 

Mel. Now, Mrs. Lackitt. | 

id Well, well, Lackitt, or what you will now; now 
] am marry'd to you: | am very well pleas'd with what 
I have done, 1 aſſure you. 

mel. And with what I have done too, I hope. 

id. Ah! Mr.Welldon! I ſay nothing, but you're a dear 
Man, and I did not think it had been in you. | 

Wil. I have more in me than you imagine. 

Mid. No, no, you can't have more than I imagine: 
"Tis impoſſible to have more: You have enough for any 
Woman, in an honeſt way, that 1 will fay for you. 


Wil, 
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Hel. Then I find you are ſatisfied. 
id. Satisfied! no indeed; I'm not to be ſatisfied, with 
you or without you: To be fatisfied, is to have enough 
of you; now, tis a Folly to lye: I fhall never think I can 
have enough of ycu. I ſhall be very fond of you: Wou'd 
you have me fond of you? What do you do to me, to 
make me love you ſo well? 

Wel. Can't you tell what? 

Wid. Go; there's no ſpeaking to you: You bring all 
the Blood of ones Body into ones Face, ſo you do: Why 
do you talk ſo? 

Wel. Why, how do I talk? 

id. You know how: But a little Colour becomes me, 
I believe: How do I look to Day? 

Hel. O! moſt lovingly, moſt amiably. 

Wid. Nay, this can't be long a Secret, I find, I ſhall 
diſcover it by my Countenance. 

A "a The Women will find you out, you look ſo chear- 

ully. 
Hid. But do I, do I really look fo chearfully, ſo amia- 
bly? There's no ſuch Paint in the World as the natural 
glowing of a Complexion. Let em find me out, if they 
pleaſe, poor Creatures, I pity em: They envy me, I'm 
ſure, and would be glad to mend their Looks upon the 
- fame Occafiog. The young jil-flirting Girls, forſooth, be- 
lieve no Body mult have a Husband, but themſelves; but 
I would have em to know there are other things to be 
taken care of, beſides their Green Sickneſs. 

Wel. Ay, ſure, or the Phyſicians would have but little 
Practice. 

Wid. Mr. Welldon, what muſt J call you: I muſt have 
forme pretty fond Name or other for you? What ſhall I 
call you? 

Hel. I thought you lik d my own Name. 

Mid. Ves, yes, I like it, but I muſt have a Nick-name for 
you: Moſt Women have Nick-names for their Husbands---- 

Hel. Cuckold. 

Wid. No, no, but tis very pretty before Company; 
it looks negligent, and is the Faſhion, you know. 

Hel. To be negligent of their Husbands, it is a 1 

i 


O ROOM OEC. 235 


id. Nay then, I won't be in the Faſhion; for I can 
never be negligent of dear Mr. Velldon: And to convince 
you, here's ſomething to encourage you not to be negli- 

nt of me. Gives him a Purſe and a little Casket, 
Five hundred Pounds in Gold in this; and Jewels to the 
value of five hundred Pounds more in this. 

[Welldon opens the Caskes, 
el. Ay, marry, this will encourage me indeed. 

Wid. There are Comforts in marrying an elderly Wo- 
man, Mr. Weldon. Now a young Woman wou'd have 
fancy'd ſhe had paid you with her Perſon, or had done 
you the Favour. 

Wel. What do you talk of young Women? You are as 
young as any of em, in every thing, but their Folly and 
Ignorance. - | 

Wid. And do you think me ſo? But I have no reaſon 
to ſuſpect you. Was not I ſeen at your Houſe this Morn- 
ning, do you think? 

Hel. You may venture again: You'll come at Night, 
I ſuppoſe. 

id. O dear! at Night? ſo ſoon? 

Hel. Nay, if you think it ſo ſoon. | 

Wid. O! no, it is not for that Mr. Nelllon, but —— 

Wel. You won't come then. | 

Wid. Won't! I don't ſay, 1 won't: That is not a word 
for a Wife: If you command me—— 

Hel. To pleaſe your ſelf. 

Hid. I will come to pleaſe you. 

Hel. To pleaſe your ſelf, own it. 

Mid. well welt to pleaſe my ſelf then; you're the 
ſtrangeſt Man in the World, nothing can ſcape you : 
You'll to the bottom of every thing. 

Enter Daniel, Lucia following. 
: N What would you have? What do you follow me 
for! 

Luc. Why, may'nt I follow you? I muſt follow you 
now all the World over. 

Dan. Hold you, hold you there: Not fo far by a Mile 
or two; J have enough of your Company already, byr- 


lady; and ſomething to ſpare : You may go home to 
| your 
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your Brother, an you will; I have no farther to do with 


you. 

Wid. Why, Daniel, Child, thou art not out of thy Wits 
ſure, art thou? | 

Dan. Nay, marry, I don't know; but I am very near, 
I believe; I am alter'd for the worſe mightily ſince you 
ſaw me; and ſhe has been the Cauſe of it there. 

Mid. How ſo, Child? 

Dan. I told you before what wou'd come on't, of put- 
ting me to Bed to a ſtrange Woman: But you would not 
be ſaid nay. 

Wid. She is your Wife now, Child, you mult loye her, 

Dan. Why, ſo I did, at firſt. 

Mid. But you muſt love her always. 

Dan. Always! I lov'd her as long as I could, Mother, 
and as long as loving was good, I believe, for I find now 
I don't care a fig for her. 

Luc. Why, you lubberly, ſlovenly, misbegotten Block. 
head — | 

id. Nay, Miſtreſs Lucy, ſay any thing elſe, and ſpare 
not: But as to his begetting. that touches me, he is as 
honeſtly begotten, tho? I fay it, tbat he is the worſe again, 

Luc. I ſee all good Nature is thrown away upon you--- 

Wid. It was ſo with his Father before him: He takes 
after him. | 

Luc, And therefore J will uſe you, as you deſerve, you 
Tony. 

Mid Indeed he deſerves bad enough; but don't call him 
out of his Name, his Name is Danie!, you know. 

Dan. She may call me — if ſhe will, for 
I hardly kno v whether I'm a Boy or a Girl. 

Hel. A Boy, I warrant thee, as long as thou liv'ſt. 

Dan. Let her call me what ſhe peaſes, Mother, tis 
not her Tongue that I am atraid of. 

Luc. Iwill make ſuch a Beaſt of thee, ſuch a Cuckold! 

Mid. O, pray, no, I hope, do nothiag raſhly, Mrs. Lucy, 

Luc. Such a Cuckold I will make of thee! 

Dan. I had rather be a Cuckold, than what you wou'd 
make of me in a Week, I'm ſure: IJ have no more Man- 
hood left in me alteady, than there is, ſaving the Mark, 
in one of my Mother's old under Petticoats here. 3 
ia. 
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id. Sirrah; Sirrah, meddle with your Wife's Petticoats, 
and let your Mother's alone, you ungracious Bird, you. 

[ Beats him. 
Dan. Why is the Devil in the Woman? what have I 
faid now? Do you know, if you were ask d, I tro? But 
you are all of a Bundle; ev'n hang together; he that un- 
ties you, makes a Rod for his own Tail; and ſo he will 
find it, that has any thing to do with you. 

Wid. Ay, Rogue enough, you ſhall find it: I haye a 
Rod for your Tail ſtill. - 

Dan. No Wife, and I care not. 

Mid. Til ſwinge you into better Manners, you Booby. 

[ Beats him off, Exit. 

Mel. You have conſummated our Project upon him. 

Luc. Nay, if I have a Limb of the Fortune, I care not 
who has the whole. Body of the Fool. 

Wel. That you Tall, angha large one, I promiſe you 

Luc. Have you heard News? They talk of an En- 
gliſhß Ship in the River. 

Hel. 1 have heard on't: And am preparing to receive it, 
as faſt as I can. 1 

Luc. There's ſomething the Matter too with the Slaves, 
ſome diſturbance or other; I don't know what *tis. 

Hel. So much the better ſtill: We fiſh in troubled Wa- 
ters: We ſhall have fewer Eyes upon us. Pray, go you 
home, and be ready to aſſiſt me in your part of the de- 
ſign. 

Luc. I can't fail in mine. Exit. 

Hel. The Widow has furniſh'd me, I thank her, to car- 
ry it on. Now I have got a Wife, 'tis high time to think 
of getting a Husband. I carry my Fortune about me; a 
thouſand Pounds in Gold and Jewels. Let me ſee 
Twill be a conſiderable Truſt: And I think, I ſhall lay it 
out to adyantage. 


Enter Stanmore. 
Stan. So Welldon, Fack has told me his Succeſs; and his 
bopes of marrying the Widow by your Means. 
Hel. I have ſtrain'd a Point, Stanmore, upon your ac- 
count, to be ſeryiceable to your Family. 


Stan, 
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Stan. I take it upon my Account; and am very much 
oblig d to you. But kere we are all in an Uproar. 

Mel. So they ſay, what's the Matter? 

Stan. A Mutiny among the Slaves: Oroonoko is at the 
Head of em. Our Governor is gone out with his raſcally 
Militia againſt 'em, what it may come to no body knows, 

Mel. For my part, I ſhall do as well as the reſt : But 
I'm concern'd for my Siſter, and Couſin, whom 1 expect 
in the Ship from England. © 

Stan. There's no danger of 'em. | 

Wid. 1 have a thoutend Pounds here, in Gold and 

ewels, for my Couſin's uſe, that I would more particu- 
ly take care of: Tis too great a Sum to venture at 
home; and I would not have her wrong'd of it: There- 
fore, to ſecure it, I think my beſt way will be, to put it 
into your own keeping. A 
Stan. You haye a very I 2 of my Honeſty. 
Takes the Purſe and Cake. 

Mel. J have indeed; if any thing ſhould happen to me, 
in this Buſtle, as no Body is ſecure of Accidents, I know 
you will take my Couſin into your Protection and Care, 

Stan. You may be ſure on't. 

Mid. If you hear ſhe is dead, as ſhe may be, then 1 
defire you to accept of the thouſand Pound, as a Legacy, 
and Token of my Friendſhip; my Siſter is provided for. 

Stan. Why, you amaze me : But you are never the 
nearer dying, I hope, for making your Will? 

We. Not a jot; but J love to be before-hand with For- 
tune. If ſhe comes ſafe; this is not a Place for a ſingle 


Woman, you know; pray ſee her marry'd as ſoon as 


you can. 

Stan. If ſhe be as handſom as her Picture, I can pro- 
miſe her a Husband. | 

el. If you like her, when you ſee her, I wiſh nothing 
ſo much as to have you marry her your ſelf, _ 

Stan. From what I haye heard of her, and my Engage- 
ments to you, it muſt be her Fault, if I don't: 1 hope to 


have her from your own Hand. 


Hel. And I hope to give her to you, for all this. 
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Stan. Ay, ay, hang theſe melancholy Reflections. Your 
Generolity has engag d all my Services. | 
Mel. I always thought you worth making a Friend. 

Stan. You ſhan't find your good Opinion thrown away 
upon me: I am in your Debt, and ſhall think fo as lo 
a5 I live. [ Exennt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter on one ſide of the Stage Orognoko, Aboan, with the 
Slaves. Imoinda with a Bow and Quiver, the Women, 
= leading, others carrying their Children upon their 
Backs, 

Oro, The Women, with their Children, fall behind, 

Imoinda, you muſt not expoſe your ſelf: 

Retire, my Love: I almoſt fear for you. 

Imo. I fear no Danger: Life, or Death, I will 

Enjoy with ba 

Oro. My Perſon 


f your Guard. 
Abo. Now, Sir, 


lame your ſelf: If you had not pre- 


vented my cutting his Throat, that Coward there had not 


diſcover'd us; he comes now to upbraid you. 
Enter on the other ſide Governor, talking to Hottman, with 
his Rabble. 
Gov. This is the very thing I would have wiſht. 
You honeſt Service to the Government {Tv Hottman, 
Shall be rewarded with your Liberty. 
Abo. His hoseſt Service! call it what it is, 
His Villany, the Service of his Fear: 
If he pretends to honeſt Services, 
Let him ſtand out, and meet me, like a Man.[ Advancing. 
Oro. Hold, you: And you who come againſt us, hold; 
I charge you in a general Good to all, 
And wiſh I could command you, te prevent 
The bloody Havock of the murdering Sword. 
I would not urge Deſtruction uncompell'd : 
But if you follow Fate, you find it here. 
The Bounds are ſet, the Limits of our Lives: 
Between us lyes the gaping Gulph of Death, 
To {ſwallow all: Who firſt adyances —— 
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Enter the Captain, with his Crew. 
Capt. Here, here, here they are, Goyernor: 
What, ſeize upon my Ship! | 
Come, Boys, fall on—— + . 
| [Advancing firſt, Oroonoko kills him, 
Oro. Thou art fall'n indeed. : 
Thy own Blood be upon thee, 
1 Gov. Reſt it there: 
#7 He did deſerve his Death. Take him away. 
| [The Body remov d. 
You ſee, Sir, you, and thoſe miſtaken Men 
Muſt be our Witneſſes, we do not come 
As Enemies, and thirſting for your Blood. 
If we deſir d your Ruin, the Revenge 
Of our Companions*Death, had puſht it on. 
But that we over-look, in a Regard 
To common Safety, and the publick Good. 
Oro. Regard that publick Good: Draw off your Men, 
And leave us to our Fortune: we're reſolv'd. 
Gov. Reſolv'd, on what? your Reſolutions 
Are broken, overturn'd, prevented, loſt: 
What Fortune now can you raiſe out of em? 
Nay, grant we ſhould draw off, what can you do? 
Where can you move? What more can you reſolve? 
Unleſs it be to throw your ſelves away. r 
Famine muſt eat you up, if you go on. 
You ſee, our Numbers could with Eaſe 
What we requeſt: And what do we requeſt ? 
Only to ſave your ſelves. 
[The Women with their Children gathering about the Men, 
Oro. I'll hear no more. 
Homen. Hear him, hear him. He takes no care of us. 
Gov. To thoſe poor Wretches who have been ſeduc d, 
And led away, to all, and every one, 
We offer a _— 
Oro. Then fall on. Preparing to Engage. 
Gov, Lay hold upon't, before it — late, yy 
Pardon and Mercy. 
[The Women clinging about the Men, they leave Oroonoko, 
and fall upon their Faces, crying out fig Pardon. 
Slaves, Pardon, Mercy, Pardou, 0:0, 
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Oro, Let em go all: Now, Governor, I ſee, 
I own the Folly of my Enterpriſe, 
The Raſhneſs of this Action, and muſt bluſh 
Quite through this Vail of Night, a whitely Shame, 
To think I could deſign to make thoſe free, 
Who were by Nature Slaves; Wretches deſign d 
To be their Maſters Dogs, and lick their Feet. 
Whip, whip em to the Knowledge of your Gods, 
Your Chriſtian Gods, who ſuffer you to be 
Unjuſt, Diſhoneſt, Cowardly, and Baſe, : 
And give 'em your Excuſe for being ſo. 
I would not live on the ſame Earth with Creatures, 
That only have the Faces of their Kind: 
Why ſhould they look like Men, who are not ſo? 
When they put off their Noble Natures, for 
The groveling Qualities of down-calt Beaſts, 
I wiſh they had their Tails. 
Abo. Then we ſhould know 'em. 
Oro, We were too few before for Victory. 
We're ſtill enow to die. [To Imoinda, Aboaa . 
Enter Blanford. ; 
Gov, Live, Royal Sir; 
Live, and be happy long on your own Terms: 
Only conſent to yield, and you ſhall haye 
What Terms you can propoſe, for you, and yours, 
Oro. Conſent to yield! Shall I betray my ſelf? 
Gov. Alas! we cannot fear, that your ſmall Force, 
The Force of two, with a weak Woman's Arm, 
Should Conquer us. I ſpeak in the regard 
And honour of your Worth, in my Deſire 
And Forwardnels to ſerve ſo great a Man. 
I would not have it lye upon my Thoughts, 
That I was the Occaſion of the Fall 
Of ſuch a Prince, whoſe Courage carried on 
In a more Noble Cauſe, would well deſerve 
The Empire of the World. 
Oro. Vou can ſpeak fair. 
Gov. Your Undertaking, tho it would have brought 
So great a Loſs to us, we muſt all ſay 
Was generous, and noble; and ſhall be 
15. 3 Rogarded 
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Regarded only as the Fire of Youth, 
That will break out ſometimes in gallant 
We'll think it but the natural Im 4 
A raſh Impatience of Liberty : | 
No 2 
Oro. Think it what you will. 
I was not born to render an Account 
Of what I do, to any but my ſelf, [Blan. comes forward, 


Blan. I'm glad you have proceeded by fair means. 
* [To the Governor; 


I came to be a Mediator. 


Gov. Try what you can work upon him. 
Oro. Are you come againſt me too? 
Blan. Is this to come againſt you? 
Offering his Sword to Oroonoko. 
Unarm'd to put my ſelf into your Hands? i 
I come, I hope, to ſerve you. 
Oro. You have ſerv'd me; 


- 1 thank you for't: And I am pleas'd to think 


You were my Friend, while 1 had need of one: 
But now tis paſt; this farewel, and be gone. 
: [ Embraces him, 
Blan. It is not paſt, and I muſt ſerve you ſtill, 
I would make up theſe Breaches, which the Sword 
Will widen more; and cloſe us all in Love. 
Oro. I know what I have done, and I ſhould be 


A Child to think they ever can Forgive: 


Forgive! Were there but that, I would not live 
To be forgiven: Is there a Power on Earth, 
That I can ever need 0 from? 

Blan. You ſha' not need it. 

Oro. No, I wonnot need it. 

Blan. You ſee he offers you your own Conditions; 
For you, and yours. 

Oro. I muſt Capitulate ? 


Precariouſly Compound, on ſtinted Terms, 


To fave my Life? 
Blan. Sir, he Impoſes none. 
You make 'em for your own Security. 


If your great Heart cannot deſcend to treat, 
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Tn adverſe Fortune, with an Enemy: 
Yet ſure, your Honour's ſafe, you may accept 
Offers of Peace, and Safety from a Friend. 

Gov. He will rely on what you ſay to him: [To Blan, 
Offer him what you can, I will confirm | 
And make all Be you my Pledge of Truſt. 

Blau. Vil anſwer with my Life for all he ſays. 

Gov. Ay, do, and pay the Forfeit if you pleaſe. [ Aſide, 

Blan. Conſider, Sir, can you conſent to throw . 
That Bleſſing from . you ſo hardly found, [Of Imo. 
And ſo much valu'd once? 

Oro. Imoinda! Oh! 

Tis ſhe that holds me on this Argument 

Of tedious Life: I could reſolve it ſoon, 

Were this curſt Being only in Debate. 
But my Imomda ſtruggles in my Soul: 

She makes a Co of me: I confeſs 

Jam afraid to with her in Death: 

And more afraid of Life to loſe her here. 

Blan. This way you muſt loſe her, think upon 
The weakneſs of her Sex, made yet more weak 
With her Condition, requiring Reſt, 


And ſoft indulging Eafe, to nurſe your Hopes, 


And make you a glad Father. 

Oro, There I feel 
A Father's Fondneſs, and a Husband's Love. 
They ſeize upon my Heart, ftrain all its Strings, 
To pull me to em, from my ſtern Reſolve. 
Husband, and Father! All the melting Art 
Of Eloquence lives in thoſe ſoftning Names. 
Methi I fee the Babe, with infant Hands, 
Pleading for Life, and begging to be born: 
Shall I forbid his Birth? Deny him Light? 
The Heavenly Comforts of all-cheering Light? 
And make the Womb the Dungeon of his Death? 
His Bleeding Mother his ſad Monument? 
Theſe are the Calls of Nature, that call loud, 
They will be heard, and Conquer in their Cauſe: 
He muſt not be a Man, who can reſiſt em. 
No, my Imoinda! I will venture all 
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To fave thee, and that little Innocent: 
The World may be a better Friend to him, 


Thaa I have found it. Now I yield my ſelf: 


[Gives up his Sword, 
The Conflict's paſt, and we are in your Hands. 
[Several Men get about Oroonoko, and Aboan, and 
. ſeize them. 
Ga. So you ſhall find you are. Diſpoſe of them, 
As I commanded you. | 
. Blan.. Good Heav'n forbid ! You cannot mean 
Gov. This is not your Concern, 
[To Blanford who goes to Oroonoko! 
I muſt take care of you. [To Imoinda, 
Imo. I'm at the end 


Of all my Care: Here I will die with him. Holding Oro. 


Oro. You ſhall not force her from me. [Ae holds her. 
Gov. Then I muſt They force her from him. 
Try other means, and conquer Force by Force: 
Break, cut off his Hold, bring her away. 
Imo. I do not ask to live, Kill me but here, 
Oro. O bloody Dogs! Inhuman Murderers ! 
[Imoinda forc d out of one Door by the Governor, and 
others, Oroonoko and Aboan hurried out of ano- 
ther, | Exeunt, 


— 


ACT v. SCENE 1. 


Enter Stanmore, Lucia, and Charlott. 


San. 1 IS ſtrange we cannot hear of him: Can no 
body give an Account of him? 

Luc. Nay, I begin to deſpair: I give him for gone, 

Stan. Not ſo, I hope. 

Luc. There are ſo many Diſturbances in this deviliſh 
Country! would we had never ſeen it. 

Stan. This is but a cold Welcome for you, Madam, af- 
ter ſo troubleſome a Voyage. 

| Char, 
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Char. A cold Welcome indeed, Sir, without my Coufin 
NMelllon: He was the beſt Friend L had in the World. 
3 He was a very good Friend of yours indeed, 

adam. 

Luc. They have made him away, murder'd him for 
his Mony, I believe ;he took a conſiderable Sum out with 
him, I know,. that has been his Ruin, 

Stan. That has done him no Injury, to my Knowledge: 
For this Morning he put into my Cuſtody what you 
ſpeak of, 1 — a — Pounds, for the uſe of this 
Lady. ä 


Char. I was always oblig'd to him: And he has ſhown 
his Care of me, in placing my little Affairs in ſuch Ho- 
nourable Hands. ; 1 1 Ty 

Stan. He gave me a parti harge of you, Ma- 
dam, very 9 an ſo — that you will be fur- 
priz'd when I tell you. 

Char. What, pray Sir? a | 

Stan, I am engag'd to get you a Husband, I promis'd 
that before I (aw you; and now I have ſeen you, you 
muſt give me leave to offer you my ſelf. 

Luc. Nay, Coulin, never be coy _ the matter, to- 
my Knowledge, my Brother always defign'd you for this 
Gentlema 

Stan. W hear, Madam, he has given me his Intereſt, 
and 'tis the Favour I would have begg'd of him. Lord 
you are fo like him — 

Char. That you are oblig'd to ſay you like me for his 
Sake, 

Stan. I ſhould be glad to love you for your own. 

Char. If I ſhould conſent to the fine Things you can 
ſay to me, how would you look at laſt, to find em 
thrown away upon an old Acquaintance ! 

tan. An old Acquaintance ! 

Char. Lord, how eaſily are you Men to be impos'd 
upon! I am no Couſin newly arriv'd from England, not 
I; but the very Welldon you wot of. 

Stan, Welldon ! | 

Char. Not murdered, nor made away, as my Siſter 


would bave you believe, but am in very good Health, 
| L 
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our old Friend in Breeches that was, and now your 
umble Servant in Petticoats. 

Stan. Pm glad we have you again. But what Service 
can you do me in Petticoats, pray? 

Char. Can't you tell what ? 

Stan. Not I, by my troth: I have found my Friend, 
and loſt my Miſtreſs, it ſeems, which I did not expect 
trom your Petticcats. | | 

Chay. Come, come, you have had a Friend of your 
Miſtreſs long enough, tis high time now to have a Mi: 
ſtreſs of your Friend. 

Stan. What do you ſay? 

Char. I am a Woman, Sir. 

Stan. A Woman! : 

Char. As arrant a Woman as you would have had me 
but now, I aſſure you. 

Stan. And at my Service? 

Char. If you have any for me in Petticoats. 

Stan. Yes, yes, I tall find you Employment, 

Char. You wonder at my Proceeding, I believe. 

Stan. Tis a little extraordinary, indeed. 

Char. I have taken ſome Pains to come into your Fa- 
vour. 

Stan. You might have had it cheaper a gregt deal. 

Char. 1 might have marry'd you in the Perion of my 
Exg.i/h Couſin, but could not conſent to cheat you, even 
in the thing I had a Mind to. N 

Stan. Twas done as you do every thing. 

Char. I need not tell you, I made that little Plot, and 
carry d it on only for this Opportunity. I was reſolv d to 
{ee whether you lik'd me as a Woman, or not: If I had 
found you indifferent, I would have indeavour'd to have 
been ſo too: But you ſay you like me, and therefore I 
have ventur'd to diſcover the Truth. 

Stan. Like you! I like you ſo well, that Pm afraid 
you won't think Marriage a Proof on't: Shall I give you 
any other? | 

Char. No, no, I'm inclin'd to belieye you, and that 
ſhall convince me. At more leiſure I'll fatisfie you how 
1 came to be in Mans Cloaths, for _—__ 
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tho' I have happen'd to the Rogue in 'em: They haye 
aſſiſted me in — Sifter, and have gone a 


way in befriending your Couſin Fack with the W 


Can you forgive me for pimping for your Family? 
Enter Jack Stanmore. 

Stan. So, Fack, what News with you? 

F. Stan. I am the Forepart of the Widow. you know; 
ſhe's coming after with the Body of the Family, the 
young Squire in her Hand, my Son-in-Law that is to be, 
with the Help of — Meldon. _ 8 * 

Char. Say you ſo, Sir? ing Jac the Back. 

Enter Widow Lackitt with jon, Darkel. 

Wid. So, Mrs. Lucy, 1 have brought him about again, I 
have chaſtis'd him, 1 have made him as ſupple as a Gloye 
for your wearing, to pull on, or throw off, at your Plea- 
ſure, Will you ever rebel again? Will you, Sirralr? but 
come, come, down on your Marrow-Bones, and ask her 
Forgiveneſs, [Daniel Kneels.) Say after me, Pray forſooth 
Wite. | 

Dan. Pray forſooth Wife. 

Luc. Well, well, this is a Day of Good-nature, and ſa 
T take you into Fayour: But firſt take the Oath of Allegi- 
ance. ¶ He kiſſes her Hand, and riſes.) If ever you do ſo 
again — 

Sa Nay marry if I do, I ſhall have the worſt ont. 

Luc. Here's a Stranger, forſooth, would be glad to be 
known to you, a Siſter of mine, pray falute her. 

[Starts at Charlott. 

Wid. Your Siſter! Mrs. Lucy! what do you mean? 
This is your Brother, Mr. Weldon; do you think I do not 
know Mr. Welldon ? | 

Luc. Have a Care what you ſay: This Gentleman's a- 
bout Marrying her: You may ſpoil all. 

Mid. Fiddle faddle, what! You would put a trick up- 
on me. | 

Chay. No faith, Widow, the Trick is over, it has 
taken ſufficiently, and now I will teach you the Trick, 
to prevent your being cheated another time, 

Mid. How! Cheated, Mr. Welldon ! 


14 Char. 
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Char. Why, ay, you will always take things by the 
wrong Handle, I ſee you will have me Mr. Weion: l 
grant you, I was Mr. Welldon a little while to pleaſe you, 
or ſo; But Mr. Stanmore here has perſuaded me into ; 


Woman again, 


id. A Woman! pray let me ſpeak with you. [ Draw. 
ing her Aſide.) You are not in earneſt, I hope? A Wo- 
man! a 

Char. Really a Woman. 

Wid. Gads my Life! 1 could not be cheated in even 
thing: I know a Man from a Woman at theſe Years, or 
the Devil's in't. Pray, did not you marry me? 

Char. You wou'd have it ſo. 

Wid. And did not I give you a thouſand Pounds this 
Morning? | 

Char. Yes indeed, twas more than I deſery'd : But you 
had your Pennyworth for your Penny, I ſuppoſe: You 
ſeem'd to be pleas'd with your Bargain. 

Wid. A rare Bargain I have made on't, truly, I hare 
laid out my Mony to fine purpoſe upon a Woman. 

Char. You would have aH , and I provided for 
you as well as I could. 

Wid. Yes, yes, you have provided for me. 

Char. And you love paid me very well for't, I thank 

ou. 
l Mid. Tis very well; I may be with Child too, for 
ought I know, and may go look for the Father. 

Char. Nay if you think fo, 'tis time to look about you 
indeed. Ev'n make up the Matter as well as you can, | 
adviſe you as a Friend, and let us live neighbourly and 
lovingly together. . 

Wid, 1 have nothing elſe for it, that I know now. 

Char. For my part, Mrs. Lackitt, your thouſand Pounds 
will engage me not to laugh at you. Then my Siſter i: 
marry'd to your Son, he 1s to have half your Eſtate, | 
know; and indeed they may live upon it, very comforts 
bly to themſelves, and very creditably to you. 

Wid. Nay, I can blame no Body but my ſelf. 

Char. You have enough for a Husband ſtill, and that 
you may beſtow upon honeſt Jack Stanmore. 
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id. Is he the Man then? 

Char. He is the Man you are oblig d to. 

7. Stan. Yes, Faith, Widow, I am the Man! I have 
done fairly by you, you find, you know what you 
haye to truſt to before hand. 

Wid. Well, well, I ſee you will have me, ev'a marry 
me, and make an end ot the Bulineſs. 

Stan. Why, that's well faid, now we are all agreed, and 
all provided for. 

Enter a Servant to Stanmore. 

Serv. Sir, Mr. Blandford deſires you to come to him, 
and bring as many of your Friends as you can with you. 

Stan, T come to him, You'll all go Jong with me. 
Come, young Gentleman, Marriage is the Faſhion, you 
ſee, you muſt like it now. 

Dan. If I don't, how ſhall I help my ſelf? 

Luc. Nay, you may hang your ele in the Nooſe, if you 
pleaſe, but you'll never get out on't with ſtruggling. 

Dan. Come then, let's ev'n jogg on in the old Road. 
Cuckold, or worſe, I muſt be now contented : | 
I'm not the firſt has marry'd, and repented. [Exemnt. 


SCENE II. 


4 Enter Governor with Blanford, and Planters. 


Blan. Have you no Reverence of future Fame? 
No awe upon your Actions, from the Tongues, 
The cenſuring Tongues of Men, that will be free? 
If you confeſs Humanity, believe 
There is a God, or Devil, to reward 
Our Doings here, do not provoke your Fate. 
The Hand of Heay'n is arm'd againſt theſe Crimes, 
With hotter Thunder-Bolts, prepar'd to ſhoot, 
And nail you to the Earth, a ſad Example; 
A Monument of faithleſs Infamy. 
Enter Stanmore, J. Stanmore, Charlott, Lucy, W dew 
and Daniel. 
So, Stanmore, you I know, the Women too 
Will join with me: "Tis Oroonoko's Caule, 
Ls A 


, 
1 
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A Lover's Cauſe, a wretched Woman's Cauſe, 
That will become your Interceſſion. [To the Women. 
1 Plan. Never mind em, Governor; he ought to be 
made an Example fer the good of the Plantation. 
2 Plan. Ay, ay, *ewill frighten the Negroes from At- 
tempting the like again. . 
1 Plan. What, riſe. againſt their Lords and Maſters! at 
this rate no Man is ſafe from his own Slaves. 
2 Plan. No, no more he is. Therefore one and all, 
Governor, we declare for Hanging. 8 
Om. Plan. Ay, ay, hang him, him. 
Wid. t! hang him! O! forbid it, Governor. 
Char. Luc. We all Petition for him. 3 
F. Stan. They are for a Holiday; Guilty or not, is not 
the Buſineſs, hanging is their Sport. 
Blau. We are not ſure ſo wretched, to have theſe, 
The Rabble, judge for us: The changing Croud 
The arbitrary Guard of Fortune's Power, 
Who wait to catch the Sentence of her Frowns, 
And hurry all to Ruin ſhe Condemns. 
Stan. So far from farther Wrong, that 'tis a ſhame 
He ſhould be where he is: Good Governor 
Order his Liberty: He yielded up 
Himſelf, his all, at your Diſcretion. 
Blan. Diſcretion! no, he yielded on your Words 
And I am made the cautionary Pledge, 
The Gage, and Hoſtage of your keeping it. 
Remember, Sir, he yielded on your Word; 
Your Word! which honeſt Men will think ſhould be 
The laſt Reſort of Truth, and Truſt on Earth: 
There's no Appeal beyond it, but to Heay'n : 
An Oath is a recogniſance to Heav'n, 
Binding us over, in the Courts above, 
To plead to the Indictment of our Crimes. 
That thoſe who *ſcape this World ſhould ſuffer there! 
But in the common Intercourſe of Men, : 
(Whae the dread Majeſty is not invok'd, 
His Honour not immediately concern d, 
Not made a Party in our Intereſts,) 
Our Word is all to be relyd upon, 


At- 


of 
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id. Come, come, you'll be as good as your Word, 
we know. | 
Stan. He's out of all Power of doing any harm nov, 


if he were diſpos'd to it. 
Char. But he is not diſpog'd to it. 


Blan. To keep him, where he is, will make him foen 
Find out ſome deſperate way to Liberty: 
Hell hang himſelf, or daſh out his mad Brains. 

Char. Pray try him by gentle Means: We'll all be Sure 
ties for him. | 

Om. All, all. 

Luc. We will all anſwer for kim now. 

Gov. Well, you will have it ſo, do what you pleaſe, juſt 
what you will with him, I give you leave. Exit, 


Blan. We thank you, Sir; this way, pray come with me. 
[ Exennt, 


The SCENE drawn frews Oroonoko pen his 
Back, his Legs and Arms flretcht out, and 
chain'd to the Ground, % 


Enter Blanford, Stanmore, & c. 


Blan. O miſerable Sight! r one, 
Aſſiſt me all to free him from his Chains. 
help him up, and bring him forward, looking down. 

Moſt injur'd Prince! how ſhall we clear our ſelyes?, 
We cannot hope you will vouchſafe to hear, 
Or credit what we ſay in the. Defence, 
And Cauſe of our ſuſpected Innocence. 

Stan, We are not guilty of your Injuries, 
No way conſenting to em; but abhor, 
Abominate, and loath this Cruelty. 

Blan. It is our Curſe, but make it not our Crime; 
A heavy Curſe upon us, that we muſt 
Share any thing in common, ev'n the Light, 
The Elements, and Seaſons, with ſuch Men, 
Whoſe Principles, like the fam'd Dragons Teeth, 
Scatter d, and ſown, would ſhoot a Harveſt up 
Of fighting Miſchiefs, to confound themſelyes, 
And ruin all about m 
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Stan. Profligates! 
Whoſe bold Titanian Impiety 2 1 
Would once again pollute their Mother Earth, 
Force her to teem with her old monſtrous 
Of Giants, and forget the Race of Men. 
Blan. We are not ſo: Believe us innocent. 
We come prepar'd with all our Services, 
To offer a Redreſs of your baſe Wrongs. 
Which way fhall we employ 'em? 
Stan. Tell us, Sir, 
If there is any thing that can can attone; 
But nothing can; that may be ſome amends —— 
Oro. If you would have me think you are not all 
Confederates, all acceſſary to 
The baſe Injuſtice of your Governor: 
If you would haye me live, as you a 
Concern'd for me, if you would have me live 
To thank, and bleſs you, there is yet a way 
To tie me ever to your honeſt Love: 
Bring my Imoinda to me; give me her, 2 
To charm my Sorrows, and, if poſſible, 
T'll fit — with 3 never to riſe 
Againſt my Fate, or think of Vengeance more. N 
Blan. Be latisfy'd, you may depend upon us, 
We'll bring her ſafe to you, and ſuddenly. 
Char. We wonnot leave you in ſo good a Work. 
Wid. No, no, we'll go with you. 4 
Blan. In the mean time 
Endeavour to forget, Sir, and forgive: 
And hope a better Fortune. [Exemnt. 
1 xj . . | 
Oro. Forget! forgive! I muſt ind orget, 
When I Mo. rw But while I am a Man, * 
In Fleſh, that bears the living Marks of Shame, 
The print of his diſhonourable Chains, 
My Memory ſtill rouſing up my Wrongs, 
I never can forgive this Governor; 
This Villain; the diſgrace of Truſt, and Place; 
And juſt Contempt of delegated Power, 
What ſhall J do? If I declare my felf, 


ts 


* 


f 
6 
| 
| 
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1 know him, he will ſneak behind his Guard 

Of Followers, and brave me in his Fears. 

Elſe, Lion like, with my devouring Rage, 

I would ruſh on him, faſten on his Throat, 

Tear a wide Paſſage to his treacherous Heart, 

And that way lay him to the World. [Panſmg; 
If 1 ſhould turn his Chriſtian Arts on him, 

Promiſe him, ſpeak him fair, flatter, and 

With fawning Steps, to get within his Faith, 

I could betray him then, as he has me. 

But am I ſure by that to right my ſelf ? 

3 2 Mark - — 

And w ongue forgets its Honeſty, 

The Heart add Hed may drop their Functions too; 
And nothing worthy be reſolv d, or done. 

The Man muſt go , bad, or good: 

In one Part frail, he ſoon grows weak in all. 

Honour ſhou'd be concern'd in Honour's Cauſe, 

That is not to be cur'd by Contraries, 

As Bodies are, whoſe Health is often drawn 

From rankeſt Poiſons, Let me but find out 

An honeſt Remedy, I have the Hand, | - 8 
A miniſtring Hand, that will apply it home. LExn; 


S CE NE De Governor's Houſe, 


Enter Governor. 

Gov. I would not have her tell me, ſhe conſents: 
In favour of the Sexes Modeſty, 1 
That ſtill ſhould be preſum d, becauſe there is 
A greater Impudence in owning it, | 
Than in allowing all that we can do. 
This Truth I know, and yet againſt my elf, 
{So unaccountable are Lovers ways) | 
I talk, and loſe the Opportunities, 
Which Love, and ſhe, expects I ſhould employ : 
Ev'n ſhe expects: For when a Man has faid 
All that is fit, to fave the Decency, 
The Women know the reſt is to be done, 
1 wonnot diſappoint her, r 

Euter 


— — 


254 ORKOO NOR O. 


Enter to him Blanford, the Stanmores, Daniel, Mrs, Lackitt, 
Charlot, and 10 
id. O Governor! I'm glad we have lit upon you. 
Gov, Why! what's the — NY en 
Char. Nay, nothing extraordinary. one Ac 
ction draws — — You have given the Prince his 


Freedom: Now we come a begging for his Wife: You 


won't refuſe us. 
Gov. Refuſe you. No, no, what have I to do to re- 


fuſe you? We 5 
IWid. You won't refuſe to ſend her to him, ſhe means. 


Gov. I ſend her to him! 

. We have promis'd him to bring her: 

Gov. You do very well; tis kindly done of you: Ey'n 
earry her to him, with all my Hearr. 

Luc. You muſt tell us where ſhe is. 

Gov. I tell you! why, don't you know ? 

Blan. Your Servants ſay ſhe's in the Houſe. 

Gov. No, no, I brought her home at firſt indeed; but 
I thought it would not look well to keep her here: 1 
remoy'd her in the hurry, only to take care of her. 


ume ſhe belongs to you: I have nothing to do with 


Char. But where is ſhe nov, Sir? 
Gov. Why, Faith, I can't ſay certainly: You'll hear of 


her at Parham Houſe, I fu There, or thereabouts ; 
I think I ſent her there. 


Blan. III have an Eye on him. [ Aſide. 
[Exeunt all but the Governor, 


Gov. I have ly'd my ſelf into a little Time? 

And muſt employ it: They'll be here again; 

But I muſt be before em. 

| [Going oul, he meets Imoinda, and ſeizes hey. 

Are you come! ; 

Fil court no longer for a Happineſs 

That is in mine own keeping: You may ſtill 

Refuſe to grant, ſo I have Power to take. 

The Man that asks deſcrves to be deny'd. 

[She diſengage: one Hand, and draws his Sword from his 

Side upon him, Governor flarts and retires, Blanford 
enters behind hin. Im. 


* 
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Ino. He does indeed, that asks unworthily. 

Blan. You hear her, Sir, that asks unworthily. 

Gov. You are no Judge. 

Plan. I am of my own Slave. 

Gov. Be gone, and leave us. 

Blan. When you let her go. 

Gov. To faſten upon you. 

Blan. I muſt defend my lf. 

Ino. Help, Murder, help. | 

[Imoinda retreats towards the Door, favour'd by Blanfordz 
when they are cles'd, ſhe throws down the Sword, and. 
rums out. Governor takes up his Sword, they fight, cloſs, 
and fal, Blanford upon him. Servants enter, 

em: 


04. She ſhannot ſcape me ſo. I've gone too far, 
Not to go farther. Curſe on my delay: 
But yet ſhe is, and ſhall be in my Power. 

Blan. Nay then it is the War of Honeſty: 
I know you, and will fave you from your ſelf. 


Gov, All come along with me. res: 
SCENE T . 
Euter Oroonoko. | 
Oro. To Honour bound | and yet a Slave to Love] 
I am diſtracted by their rival Powers, 


And both will be obey d. O great Revenge! 

Thou Raiſer, and Reſtorer of faln Fame 

Let me not be unworthy of thy Aid, 

For ſtopping in thy Courſe: I ill am thine: 

But can't forget l am Imoinda's too. 

She calls me from my Wrongs to reſcue her. 

No Man condemn me, who has never felt 

A Woman's Power, or try'd the Force of Love: 

All Tempers yield, and fotten in thoſe Pires: 

Our Honours, Intereſts reſolving down, & 
Run in the gentle Current of _— — 
But not to fink, and drown our Memory: *. ' 
We mount again to Action, like the Sun, 

Tha riſes from the Boſom of the Sea, 


To 
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| To run his glorious Race of Light ane w, 
And carry on the World, Love, Love will be 
My firſt Ambition, and my Fame the next, | 
Enter Aboan bloody. 
My Eyes are turn'd againſt me, and combine 
With my ſworn Enemies, to repreſent 
This Spectacle of Honour. Aboan! 
My ever faithful Friend ! 
Abo. I have no Name, 
That can diſtinguiſh me from the vile Earth, 

To which I'm going: A poor, abje&t Worm, 
That crawl'd a while upon a buſtling World, 
And now am trampled to my Duſt again. 

Oro. I ſee thee gaſht, and mangled. 

Abo. Spare my Shame by afar” 
To tell how they have us'd me: But believe 
The Hangman's Hand would have been merciful, 
Do not you ſcorn me, Sir, to think I can 
Intend to live under this Infamy. 
I do not come for Pity, to complain. 

ye ſpent an honourable Life with you; 

The earlieſt Servant of your riſing — | 
And would attend it with my lateſt Care: 
My Life was yours, and ſo ſhall be my Death, 
You muſt not live. | ö 
Bending and ſinking, I have dragg d my Steps 
Thus far, to tell you that you cannot live: 
To warn you of thoſe ignominious Wrongs, 
Whips, Rods, and all the Inſtruments of Death, 
Which I have felt, and are prepar d for you, 
This was the Duty that I had to pay. 
*Tis done, and now I * be diſcharg d. 

Oro. What ſhall I do for thee? 

Abo. My Body tires, | 
And wonnot bear me off to Liberty: 
I ſhall again be taken, made a Slave. 
A Sword, a Dagger yet would reſcue me. 
I have not Strength to go to find out Death; 
ou mult Erect him to me, 


on: 


* 


x» 
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Oro. Here he is, {Gives him # Dagger. 
The only Preſent I can make thee now : 
And next the honourable means of Life, 
I would beſtow the honeſt means of Death. 
Abo, I cannot ſtay to thank you. It there is 
A Being after this, I ſhall be yours 
In the next World, your faithful Slave again. 
This is to try. [St46s himſelf.] I had a living Senſe 
Of all your royal Fayours, but this laſt 
Strikes thro' my Heart. I wonnot fay farewell, ; 
For you muſt follow me. Dies, 
Oro. In Life, and Death, | 
The Guardian of my Hanour! Follow thee! 
I ſhould have gone befor&thee: Then perhaps 
Thy Fate had — prevented. All his Care 
Was to preſerve me from the barbarous Rage 
That worry'd him, only for being mine. 
Why, why, you Gods! why am I fo accurſt, 
That it muſt be a Reaſon of your Wrath, 
A Guilt, a Crime ſufficient to the Fate - 
Of any one, but to belong to me? 
My Friend has found it, and my Wife will ſoon: 
My Wife! the very Fear's too much for Life: 
I can't ſupport it. Where? Imoinda! Oh! 
[Going out, ſhe meets him, running into his Arms; 
Thou Boſom Softneſs! Down of all my Cares! 
I could recline my Thoughts upon this Breaſt 
To a Forgetfulneſs of all my Griefs, 
And yet be happy: But it wonnot be. 
Thou art diſorder'd, pale, and out of Breath ! 
If Fate purſues thee, find a ſhelter here. 
What is it thou wouldſt tell me? 
Imo. Tis in vain to call him Villain. 
Oro, Call him Governor: Is it not ſo? 
Imo. There's not another ſure. 
Oro. Villain's the common Name of Mankind here, 
But his. moſt properly, What! what of him? 
I fear to be reſoly'd, and muſt enquire. 
He had thee in his Power, 8 
Imo. I bluſh to think it. 


" 
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Oro. Bluſh! to think what? 

Imo. That I was in his Power. 

Oro. He cou'd not uſe it? 

Ino. What can't ſuch Men do? 

Oro. But did he? durſt he? 

Imo. What he cou'd, ho dar'd. | 

Oro. His own Gods damn him then! For ours have none, 
No Puniſhment for ſuch unheard-of Crimes. 

Imo. This Monſter, cunning in his Flatteries, 

When he had weary'd all his uſeleſs Arts, 

Leapt out, fierce as a Beaſt of Prey, to ſeize me. 

I trembled, fear d. 

Ore. I fear, and tremble now. 

What cou'd preſerve thee? What deliver thee? 
Imo. That worthy Man, you us'd to call your Friend 
Oro. Blanford. 

o. Came in, and fav'd me from his Rage. 

Oro. He was a Friend indeed to reſcue thee ? 

And for his ſake, I'll think it poſſible 

A Chriſtia may be 7 an honeſt Man. 

Imo. O]! did you know what I have ſtruggled through, 
To fave me yours, ſure you would promiſe me | 
Never to ſee me forc'd from you again. 

Oro. To promiſe thee! O] do I need to promiſe? 

But there is now no farther uſe of Words. 

Death is Security for all our Fears. 

[Shews Aboan's Body on the Floor. 

And yet I cannot truſt him, 

Imo. Aboan! 

Oro. Mangled and torn, refoly'd to give me time 
To fit my ſelf for what I muſt expect, 

Groan'd out a Warning to me, and expir d. 

Imo. For what you muſt expect? 

Oro. Would that were all. 

Imo. What! to be butcher'd thus 

Oro. Juſt as thou ſee'ft. 

Imo. By barbarous Hands, to fall at laſt their Prey! 

Oro. I have run the Race with Honour, ſhall I now 

Lag, and be overtaken at the Goal? 
kno. No. has 


Oro, 
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Oro. I muſt look back to thee. 

Im). You _— need, "nals 
I'm always preſent to your „ ay, 

Which way would you hold me? 

Oro. Have a care, 

Thou'rt on a Precipice, and doſt not ſee 
Whither that Queſtion leads thee. O! too ſoon. 
Thou doſt enquire what the aſſembled Gods 
Have not determin'd, and will lateſt doom. 

Yet this I know of Fate, this is moſt certain, 

I cannot, as I would, diſpoſe of thee: 

And, as 1 ought, I dare not. Oh Imoinda! 

Imo. Alas! that Sigh! why do you tremble ſo? 
Nay then cis bad indeed, if you can weep. 

Oro. My Heart runs over, if my guſhing Eyes 
Betray a weakneſs which they never kne , 
Believe, thou, only thou couldſt cauſe theſe Tears. 
The Gcds themſelves conſpire with faithleſs Men 
To our Deſtruction. 

Imo. Heav'n and Earth our Foes! 

Oro. It is not always ted to the Great, 

To be moſt happy: It the angry Pow'rs 

Repent their Favours, let em tate em back: 5 
The hopes of Empire, which they gave my Youth, 
By making me a Prince, I here reſign. 

Let 'em quench in me all thoſe glorious Fires, 
Which kindled at their Beams: That Luſt of Fame, 
That Fever of Ambition, reſtleſs (till, 

And burning with the facred thirſt of Sway, 
Which they inſpir'd, to qualifie my Fate, 

And make me fit to govern under them, 

Let 'em extinguiſh. 1 ſubmit my ſelf 

To their high Pleaſure, and devoted bow 

Yet lower, to continue ſtill a Slave; 

Hopeleſs of Liberty: And if I could 

Live after it, would give up Honour too, 

To ſatisfie their Vengeance, to avert 

This only Curſe, the curſe of lofing thee. 

Imo. It Heay'n could be a 'd, theſe cruel Men 
Are not to be entreated, or beliey'd: 


O! 
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/ 
O! think on that, and be no more deceiy'd. : 
Oro. What can we do ? As yo 
Imo, Can I do any thing? Reſigt 
Oro. But we were born to ſuffer. Methi 
Imo. Suffer both, | Ord 
Both die, and ſo prevent em. My k 
Oro. By thy Death! | nev 
O]! let me hunt my travell'd Thoughts again; Im 
Range the wide waſte. of deſolate Deſpair ; Or 
Start any Hope. Alas! I loſe my ſelf, I cou 
"Tis Pathleſs, Dark, and Barren all to me. And 
Thou art my only Guide, my Light of Life, Buc t 
And thou art leaving me : Send out thy Beams In 
Upon the Wing; let em fly all around, - But 
Diſcover every way: Is there a dawn, Part 
A glimmering of Comfort? the great God, You 
That riſes on the World, muſt ſhine on us. And 
Imo. And ſee us ſet before him. Inde 
Oro. Thou beſpeak'ſt, 0 
And goeſt before me. Tr 
Ino. So I would, in Love: Thi 
In the dear unſuſpected Part of Life, You 
In Death for Love. Alas! what hopes for me? 0 


I was preſery'd but to acquit my ſelf, 
To beg to die with you. 
Oro. And can'ſt thou ask it? 
I never durſt inquire into my ſelf 
About thy Fate, and thou reſoly'ſt it all. 
Imo. Alas! my Lord! my Fate's reſolv'd in yours. 
Oro. O! keep thee there: Let not thy Virtue ſhrink. 
From my Support, and 1 will gather Strength, 
Faſt as I can, to tell thee —— 
Imo. I muſt die. 
I know tis fit, and I can die with you. 
Oro. O! thou haſt baniſht hence a thouſand Fears, 


Which ſickned at my Heart, and quite unman'd me. 0 
Ino. Your Fear's for me, I know you fear d my Strength, T 
And could not overcome your Tenderneſs, 0 


To paſs this Sentence on me: And indeed 6 
There you were kind, as I have always found you, 
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Is you have ever been: For tho | am 


Reſign d, and ready to obey my Doom, 


Methinks it ſhould not be pronounc'd by you. 


Oro. O! that was all the Labour of m Grief. 


My Heart, and Tongue forſook me in 


| never could pronounce it. 


Imo. I have for you, for both of us. 
Oro. Alas! for me! my Death 


I could rega 


rd as the laſt Scene of Life, 


ſtrife: 


And Act it thro' with Joy, to have it done. 


rt with thee 
to part. 


Buc then to 
Imo. Tis 


But parting thus, as the moſt happy muſt, 


Parting in Death, makes it the eaſier. 
You might have thrown me off, forſaken me, 
And my Misfortunes : That had been a Death 


Indeed of Terror, to have trembled at. 


Oro. Forſaken! thrown thee 


Imo. But tis a Pleaſure more than Life can give, 
That with-unconquer'd Paſſion to the laſt, 
You ſtruggle ſtill, and fain would hold me to you. 


off! 


4 1 * 3 ' 


Oro. Ever, ever, and let thoſe Stars, which are my 


Enemies, 


Witneſs againſt me in the other World, 
If I would leave this Manſion of m 
To be the brighteſt Ruler of their $ 
0! that we could incorporate, be one, 


Ln 


One Body, as we have been long one Mind: 


That blended fo, we might together mix, 
And loſing thus our Beings to the World, 


Be only found to one anothers 
Imo. Is this the way to part 
Oro. Which is the way? 


75 


[Embracing l 


Imo. The God of Love is blind, and cannot find it: 
But quick, make haſte, our Enemies have Eyes 


To 
Of parting; think on them. 


Oro. Why doſt thou wake me? 


Imo. O! no more of Love. 


For if I liſten to you, I ſhall 


quite 


us out, and ſhew.us the worſt way 


— 


Forget 
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Forget my Dangers, and deſire to live. 1 
1 — live yours. [Takes up the Dagger, . 

Oro. There all the Stings of Death | 
Are ſhot into my Heart hat ſhall I do? ( 


Imo. This Dagger will inſtruct you. [Gives it him, G 
Oro. Ha! this Dagger! 
Like Fare, it points me to the horrid Deed. 1 
Imo. Strike, ſtrike it home, and bravely ſave us both. 5 
There is no other Safety, [ 
Oro. It muſt be 


But firſt a dying Kiſs — [ Kiſſes her, 
This laſt — TEmöracing her, i 
And now —— x T 
Imo. I'm ready. | T1 
Oro. O! where ſhall I ſtrike? / Ar 
Is there a ſmalleſt grain of that lov d Body | 
That is not dearer to me than my Eyes, 
My boſom'd Heart, and all the Life-Blood there? T} 
Bid me cut off theſe Limbs, hew off theſe Hands, * 
Dig out theſe Eyes, tho I would keep them laſt l 
To gaze upon thee: But to murder thee ! 
The ſoy, and Charm of every raviſht Senſe, No 
My Wife! forbid it Nature. p 
Imo. Tis your Wife, | Th 
Who on her Knees conjures you. O! in time pra 
Prevent thoſe Miſchiefs that are falling on us. c 
You may be d to a ſhameful Death, 
And I too dragg'd to the vile Governor: 
Then I may cry aloud : When you are gone, 7 
Where tall I find a Friend again to fave me? * 
| Oro. It will be ſo. Thou unexampled Virtue! * 
| Thy Reſolution has recover'd mine: Th, 
| And now prepare thee. The 
Imo. Thus with open Arms, 0 
N I welcome you, and Death. gof 
ö [He drops his Dagger as he looks on her, and throws 
| himſelf on the Ground. But 
Oro. I cannot bear it. | 41 
O let me daſh againſt this Rock of Fate. * 


Dig up this Earth, tear, tear her Bowels out, 
an . To 


ger. 


be, 
her. 


7083 


To 


' 


To make a Grave, * the Center down; 
To ſwallow wide, and bury us together. 
It wonnot be. O! then ſome pitying God 
(If there be one a Friend'to —— 
Find yet a way to lay her Beauties down 
Gently in Death, and ſave me from her Blood, 
Imo. O riſe, tis more than Death to ſee you thus. 
11 eaſe your Love, and do the Deed my ſelf —— 
[She takes up the Dagger, he riſes in haſte to take it from her; 
Oro. O! hold, I charge thee, held. 
Ino. Tho' I muſt own 
It would be nobler for us both from you. 
Oro. O! for a Whirlwind's Wing to hurry us 
To yonder Clif, which frowns upon the Flood: 
That in Embraces lockt we might plunge in, 
And periſh thus in one anothers Arms. | 
Imo. Alas! what Shout is that? 
Oro. I ſee 'em coming. 
They ſhannot overtake us. This laſt Kiſs. 
And now farewel. 
Imo. Farewel, farewel for ever: 
Oro. I'll turn my Face away, and do it ſo. 5 
Now, are you ready? : 
Imo. Now. But do not grudge me 
The Pleaſure in my Death of a laſt Look, 
Pray look upon me Now I'm fatisfied, 
Oro. So Fate muſt be by this. 


Going to ftab her, he ſtops , her Hands on 
bis 2 order to <A Bo Jt 2 
Imo. Nay then I muſt aſſiſt you. 
And ſince it is the common Cauſe of both, 
Tis juſt that both ſhould be employ d in it. 

Thus, thus tis finiſht, and I bleſs my Fate, [Stabs her ſelf. 
That where I liv'd, I die, theſe lov'd Arms. Dies. 
Oro. She's gone. And now all's at an End with me. 

Soft, lay her down. O we will part no more. 
[Throws himſelf by her, 
But let me pay the Tribute of my Grief, 
A few fad Tears to thy loy'd Memory, 
And then I follow —— [Weeps over her. 
But 
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But I ſtay too long. [4 Noiſe again: 
The Noiſe comes nearer. Hold, before I go, 
There's ſomething would be done. It ſhall be ſo. 
. And then, — I'll come all to thee. Riſes, 
Blanford, and his Party, enters before the Governor and 
his Party, Swords drawn on both ſides. . 
Gov. You ſtrive in vain to fave him, he ſhall die. 
Blan. Not while we can defend him with our Lives. 
Gov. Where is he? 
Oro. Here's the Wretch whom you would haye. 
Put up your Swords, and let not civil Breils 
Engage you in the curſed Cauſe of one 
Who cannot live, and now entreats to die, 
This Obje& will convince you. Sd f 
Blan. Tis his Wife! [They gather about the Body, 
Alas! there was no other Remedy. 
Gov. Who did the bloody Deed ? 
Oro. The Deed was mine: 
Bleody I know it is, and I expect 
Your Laws ſhould tell me ſo. Thus ſelf-condemn'd, 
I do reſign my ſelf into your Hands, | 
The Hands of Juſtice—— But I hold the Sword 
For you — and for my ſelf. - 
[Stabs the Governor, and himſelf, then throws himſelf 
by Imoinda's Body. 
Stan. He has kill'd the Governor, and ſtab'd himſelf. 
Oro. *Tis as it ſhould be now. I have ſent his Ghoſt 
To be a Witneſs of that Happineſs 
In the next World, which he deny'd us here. [ Dies, 
Blan. I hope there is a Place of Happineſs 
In the next World for ſuch exalted Virtue. 
Pagan or Unbeliever, yet he liv'd 
To all he knew: And if he went aftray, 
There's Mercy till above to ſer him right. 
But Chriſtians guided by the Heav'nly Ray, 
Have no Excuſe if we miſtake our Way. ¶ Exeunt One. 
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EPILOGU E, 


Written by Mr. Congreve, and Spoken 
by Mrs. Verbruggen. 


* O U ſee we try all Shapes, and Shifts, and Aris, 
To tempt your Favours, and regam your Hearts, 
We weep, and laugh, join Mirth and Grief together, 
Like Rain and Sunſhine mixt, in April Weather. 
Your different Taſtes divide our Poets Cares: 
One Foot the Sock, tother the Buskins wears: 
Thus while he ſtrives to pleaſe, he's fore d to dot, 
Liks Volſcius, hip-hop, in a jngle Boot. 
Criticks, he knows, for this may damn his Books : 
But he makes Feaſts for Friends, and not for Cooks. 
The' Errant-Knights of late no Favour find, 
Sure you will be to Ladies-Errant kind. 
To follow Fame, Knights-Errant make profeſſion: 
We Damſels fly, to ſave our Reputation: 6 
So they, their Valour ſhow, we, our Diſcretion. | 
To Lands of Monſters, and fierce Beaſts they go: 
We, to thoſe Iſlands, where rich Husbands grow: © 
Tho' they're no Monſters, we may make em ſo. | 
If they're of Engliſh growth, they'll bear't with Patience: 
But ſave us from a Spouſe of Oroonoko's Nations ! 
Then bleſs your Stars, you happy London Wives, 
Who love at large, each Day, yet keep your Lives: 
Nor envy poor Imoinda's doating Blindneſs, 
We thought her Husband kill d her out of Kindneſs. 
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Vol. II. M Death 


EPILOGUE. 


Death with a Husband ne er had ſhewn ſuch Charms, 

Had ſhe once dy d within a Lover's Arms. 

Her Error was from Ignorance proceeding : 

Poor Soul! She wanted ſore of our Town-Breeding. 

Forgive this Indian's Fondneſs of her Spouſe ; 8 


— 


Their Law no Chriſtian Liberty allows: 

Alas! they make a Conſcience of their Vows! 

If Virtue in a Heathen be a Fault; 

Then damn the Heathen School, where ſhe was taught, 
She might have learn'd to Cuckold, Filt, and Sham, 
Had Coyent-Garden been in Surinam, 
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PROLOGUE, 


Written by the Honourable Charles Boyle, Eſq: 


O UR, Bard reſolv d to quit this wicked Town, 
And all Poetick Offices lay down; 

But the weak Brother was drawn in again, 
And a caſt Miſtreſs tempted him to Sin. 


Thus many a cautious Gallant in this Tg, | 
young. 


May wed, when old, whom he debauch'd w 

| Thus the repenting fair Ones vow in van 

From Cards, from Love, from Scandal to refrain, 
For Eaſter over, they relapſe again. | 
To write wells hard: But I appeal to yall, 


Lt not much harder not to write at all? 


Some Men muſt write, for Writing's their Diſeaſe, - 


And every Poets ſure one Man to fea. 
Some meddling Coxcombs, rather than ſit till, 
And perfectly do nothing, muſs do Ill. 
Some are with buſie Dulneſs ſo o er- rm, 
They ſoens deſign'd by Heav'n to teaze the Town, 
Yet when theſe Fools have ſpawn'd ſome ſickly Play, 
We haue ſo many greater Foals than they, 
They'll pack a crowded Audience the Third Day. 
This Poet has no fly inveigling Arts, 
He'll try to gain, but he'll not ſteal your Hearts. 
His Muſe is ruſtick, and perhaps too plain, 
The Men of ſqueamiſh Taſtes to entertain: 
ho none but Dutcheſſes will daign to toaſt, 
And Favours only from front Boxes boaſt. 
That's all Grimace: When Apperites are good, 
Be the Dreſs coarſe, the Air and Manners rude, 
You can take up with wholeſom Fleſh and Blood. 
But he deſpairs of pleaſing all the Nation, 
'Tis ſo debauchd with Whims of Reformation. 
H'has done his be: Here is no wanton Scene 
To give the wicked Foy, the godly, Spleen. 
Not one poor bawdy Feſt ſhall dare appear, 
For now the batter'd, Veteran Strumpets, here 
Pretend at leafs to bring a —_— Ear, 
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Here is ſome Love, tis true, ſome Noiſe, ſome War, 

Enough to pleaſe the Belles, the Beaux to ſcare. 

Some buſtling Patriots too, ſome Rabble-rout, 

And Senat ors of the weak ſide thrown out. 

But in all this, here's nothing can offend, 4 

Nothing to loſe one ancient Midnight Friend: 5 
He hopes then, when his Cauſe comes on, they'll all attend. 
Let Critick Foes remember 'tis paſt Lent, 

Aud all good Chriſtians Curſes then were ſpent. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Pacuvins Calavins, Mr. Hodgſon. 
Virginius, Of Hannibals Mr. Betterton: 
Marius Bloſius, Faction. Mr. mo 
Vibius Virius, Mr. Bayly. 
Decius Mag ius, Mr. Boman. 
Perolla, or oy Mr. Scudamore; 
Junius, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Fronia. Mrs. Barry. 


Senators, Deputies, Officers, Guards, Capuan and Car- 
. thaginian, Meſſengers, and Clients. 
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ACT IL SCENE I 
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1 


The SENATE. 


P ACUVIUS. 
= HIS only I would offer to you more 


7] My known Alliances,and kindred Blood, 
By intercourſe of Marriages with Rome, 
7 Cementing long the Honour of my 
—-M - Houſe, i 

With all the Intereſt of that glorious 

State, 


May well proteſt for me, that I adviſe 


As neceſlary to avert our own. 
2 Sen. To avert our own! 
Pas. At leaſt you'll join with me, 
It may be needful to advance our own. 
2 Sen. Ay, there I cloſe with you when you ſpeak plain. 
The Romans Loſs at Canna ſhows it ſelf 
| M 4 Plaioly 
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Plainly in this, that their Confederates, 
Who had ſtood Ages faſt and firm for Rome, 
From that moſt dreadful Day began to fail; 
Deſerting her in abſolute Deſpair 
Of her loſt Empire, not to be reſtor'd. 
1 Sen. You have a Liſt of all the ſeveral States, 
People, and Cities that are feln away © 
From Rome to the Carthaginians: 
Let it be read  -+ + + 
Pac. It has been read already. 
Their Number and Example ſhould adviſe 
Their Neighbours, who intend to follow 'em 
As we mult do, to follow chearfully ; 
To jump into our Reſolutions; 
What mult be done, to have it frankly done; 
To make a Merit of our Forwardneſs; 
And not diſgrace the Service we intend, 
By cold Debates, Indifference and Delay. 
2Sen, Our Rabble are in barefac'd Mutiny. | 
3 Sen. And have declar'd themſelves for Hannibal. 
f [Shouts in ſeveral Quarter of the City. 
1 Sen. The Noiſe comes this way now. 
2 Sen. Tis every where. | 
Enter Decius Magius. 
[Withm.] Make way for Decius Magius. 
Pac. Decius Magins ! 
] thought he had giv'n o'er the Common- wealth. 
Mag. I theught ſo too: But there is nothing certain: 
J was in hopes I might have ſtaid at home: 
But when a City is in general Flame, 
Cripples will find their Legs to cry. out Fire, 
Age has not much to loſe: But I am come 
To awake, to rouze, and warn you of your Ruin, 
Pac. What is this Ruin, Decius Magius? 
Mag. In ſuch an honourable Argument, 
As yours may be, in the Tarentine War, 
A Peace from Pyrrhus was propos'd with Rome: 
The Queſtion almoſt was reſoly'd for Pyrrhus: 
When Appins, as we have it on Record, 
Aged and blind, diſabled long before 
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To the State's Service, and the publick Cares, 

Was led into the Senate, and inſpir d 

By Indignation, and his Country's Cauſe, 

Sway'd the Debate, neyer to make a Peace 

With any foreign Foe in Italy. 

I come by his Example: He was happy 

In his Succeſs; and ſo may I be bleſt, 

So may I thrive to Day, as this great Cauſe 

That lies before you now is of more Worth, 

Of weightier Worth, and thregtaing Conſequence. 
Pac. A long Preamble: What will be the Tale? 
Mag. They ſay, you are upon deſerting Rome, 

And joining Hannibal: I have a Voice 

Before it comes to that, and muſt be heard. 

Pac. We have all Voices for our Country's Good. 
Mag. Our Country's Honour is her chiefeſt Good. 
Can we forget what Roms has been to us? 

A foſtering Neighbour of our Infant State: 

A kind Rejoicer in our Growth and Strength: 

Ever a Friend: And in Adverſity, 

(As we have taſted of that bitter Cup, 

Now ſwill'd in Pleaſures to the giddy Brim 

Of drunken Riot, and Forgetfulneſs:) 

In our bad Days, I fay, ſhe ſtill has been 

A Comforter, a Parent, and Protector. 

Pac. Well, Decius Magius, had you minded us, 
If we had been inclining to forget 
What, as Allies and Friends, we owe to Rome. 
But Vibius Virigs, you our Legate were. 
Commiſſion d to Rome's Conſul: You can fay —— 

Vib. That we have paid all our Reſpects of Grief; 
Condol'd their dire Misfortunes, offering 
Supplies of all things wanting to their Wars: 

This in the general Name of Capua: 

But Cordials to the Dead are fo apply'd: 

Fortune has left 'em nothing to 10 ply. 

The Roman Legions, Eniigns, Horſe, and Arms, 

Men, Mony, and Proviſions, routed, ſpoil d, 

All in the Day of Canna were deſtroy d, 

Or on the Morro ws Plunder ef both Camps, 
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Pac. So that tis not enough to aid em now: 
If you do any thing you muſt reſolve 
To undertake their War with Hannibal. 

Mag. And can you undertake a worthier Cauſe? 
Is there a worthier, than a ſocial War? 
Our Anceſtors compell'd wichin theſe Walls, 
No longer able to defend the City, 
The Samnites, Cidicines, inveſting us, 
Sinking in Ruin, who upheld us then? 
Who, but the Romans, could have ſay'd us then? 
They took us trembling to Protection: 
Suſtain'd' a War for near a hundred Years, 
With Fortune often yarying the Event, 
Dreadful to Italy, againſt the Sarmites, 
Which they begun, and carry'd on for us: 
And is there nothing to be done for them? 

4 Sen. Why, that is true; if we cou'd do it, 
Without an Injury to our ſelves. 

Mag. Have we not always been affianc'd Friends? 
Our Laws, our Cuſtoms, Conſtitutions 
Almoſt a-kin, and, as our Marriages, 
Mingled, and wove into our mutual Weal? 
The Citizens of Rome, and Capua, 
Enjoying common Rights of Burgheſie, 
Speak us indeed one People in two States, 
So that whatever Miſchiefs fall on them, 
Betide us too; and we muſt ſtand oblig'd, 
By all the Bonds of honeſt Intereſt, 
To fave a Country, equal to us bcth. 

5 Sen. That I don't ſo well underſtand neither; 

Mag. This is no Samnite, no Hetrurian War; 
Where if ene loſe a Neighbour State muſt win; 
And tho' the Empire ſhould be torn from Roms, 
It ſtill remains with us in Valy. | 
We ſhall not find it fo with Foreigners: 
The Carthaginians are theſe Foreigners ; 
The Carthagizians are our Enemies 

Pac. Hold, have a care —— 
Nag. I will, to ſpeak the truth; 
And lay again they are our Enemies: 
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Rivals of Empire, in this ſecond War: 
And therefore to be thought the common Foes 
Of Rome, of Capua, and of Italy. 

4 Sen, Urg'd home, and boldly. 

Mag. O! let us pay the Debt of Glory now? 
Tho? Rome be drooping, we may raiſe her Head, 
Our Forces are unbroken, freſh, entire: 

Full thirty thouſand Foot, four thouſand Horſe, 

Upon our Muſters in Campania : 

Mony, Munitions, and Proviſions, 

With the proud Train and Equipage of War, 

Martial'd, and ready harnaſs d for the Field, 

All high of Heart, and full of able Proof. 

If then our Friendſhip, and Fidelity, 

Anſwer the firmneſs of our Strength and Power, 

Hannibal will not perceive his Victory; | 

No, nor the Romans feel their ſore defeat. ¶ Shouts again. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

3 Sen. Here comes another Meſſenger. 

4 Sen. The News? 

Meſſ. If 1 had Breath, it is not to be told, 

The madding Rabble have at laſt poſſeſt 
The ſober part; the peaceful Citizens, 
Infected by their Fury, are in Arms; 
And Capua now is but one Multitude, 

Pac. There is no time for Foreign _—_— - 
Of Right and Juſt; of future Good or Ill: 
Since what we have to fear, is preſent now, 
Imminent, and breaking on our Heads . 

Euter Marius Bloſius. | 

Make way —— good Marius Bloſius take your Seat: 
We know you've done the beſt you can for us: 
When you're collected, you will tell us all. 

Blo. Diſorders, Tumults, and Confuſions, 
Raging with Horror up and down our Streets, 
Had ſpent themſelves in Oppoſition 
Of their contending Parties ; there we hop'd 
The Uproar would haye end: But now they join, 
Rabble and Citizens, in horrid League, 
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And all combin'd in Violence, reſolve 
On Miſchiefs more premeditate and bold. 
1 Sen, Reſolve on what ? 
2 Sen. What Miſchiefs are reſoly'd? 
Blo. All who are Romans found in Capua, 
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Ruin muſt follow: I will ſpare no Pains | 
For their Deliverance. [uMagius goes ont: 
1 Sen. Wretched indeed! 
2 Sen. Barbarous and cruel to our worſt of Foes, 
Without a Name to our Allies and Friends! 
Pac. No Friendſhip, no Alliance after this, 
What they have done, is a fad Argument 
They will do more to carry to their Ends. 
Bio. Nay, there is more in hand, and to be fear d, 
Directed this way: too: For, One and all, 
They cry, the Senate's Councils are too flow, 
That they intend to come and quicken em —— 
1 Sen. The Gods forbid ! 8 
2 Sen. Avert this Danger, Heav'n! 
Blo. But that we ſhall no longer buy and ſell 
Their Intereſts, with our mercenary Tongues : 
That we but hold the Goverument in Truſt 
For them, they all have Law enough for that, 
They fay, they can recall it when they pleaſe. 
They'll! do their Work themſelves; they ll have no more 
To do with us; we never did 'em good, — 
Before this time; and now againſt our Will; 
Affording em ſuch juſt Occaſion 
To throw us off, Senate and Tyranny. 
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3 Sen, Heay'n grant it go no farther. 


2 Sen, But I fear 
3 Sen. They bear us ancient Hate on former Scores : 
And you the Priviledge of ſuch lawleſs Times | 
ay fet em on to act, is to be fear d. 
Blo. Nay, what portends the worft, and threatens moſt: 
This head-long Rout, this lewd 7 Crew, 
Is Captain'd, headed, and led on by ſome, 
The nobleſt Blood, and foremoſt of our Youth: 
Who ne'er will think their Services well pay d, 
But at the price of univerſal Change. 
1 Sen, They're at our Doors. © Shouts nearer. 
2 Sen. What will become of us! 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Me. Fly, fly you Senators of Capua: 
There is no Safety for you, but in Flight: 
The People are determin'd in your Doom, 
And now come on to Execution : 
They've yow'd to Murder you, and ſo give up 
The Common-wealth yoid of all Government 
To Hannibal, and Carthaginian Power, 
To model new, and ſtamp what Form he pleaſe: 
As the beſt Sacrifice, the juſteſt Means, 
To attone his Wrath, and puniſh your Delay. 
Pac. Let us not ſtand confounded in your Fears: 


: [Shouts again. 
Gaping on one another, as Relief, | 
Without our Care, would drop into our Mouths, 

2 Sen, What aur of do? | 

1 Sen, We would do any thing. 

3 Sen. No God to pic wel | | 

4 Sen. Pacuvins, you have been the Peoples Friend; =_ 
Would we had all. RAE Nan 7 | 


1 Sen, Ay, good Pacuvius, 
You might do much, would you appear for us. 
Pac. I had ſome Credit with em: What tis now 
2 Sen, They will hear you. | 4.4 24%E 
Pac. I cannot promiſe that. 
But what I can, I will: Perhaps I may 
Do more than you eapedt—bu 


t then you 
* hen you muſt Gire 


| 
= 
| 
jj 
| 
f 
| 
* 
' 
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Give up your Faith entire to what I do; 
Lay by your Fewds, and Factions in the Senate; 


Submitting all to my Direction. 
Om. Diſpoſe of all, io you deliver us, [Exennt, 
SCENE, The Ont/ide of the Palace; 


| [ Shouts again, 
Euter Pacuvius with Guards. Virginius heading the Rabble. 


Pac. Shut up the Gates; none to paſs in or out, 
But by my Orders: If a Senator 
- Eſcapes your Guard, you anſwer with your Lives 
To our great Lords the People. 
1 Cit. Why, here's a Lord indeed. 
Vir. He does not think himſelf too great 


To be the Peoples Friend. 
2 Cit. No, no, Lord Pacuvius has been always our 


Friend: And we will be his upon Occaſion; for he ſhall 
find himſelf, within this half Hour, the only Senator un- 
hang d in Ca tua. 
Pac. My Country- men, my Fellow Citizens! 
Tis in your Power now to revenge your ſelves 
On this deteſted Senate, juſtly fal'n 
Under your Sentence; odious grown to all, 
Who love the People, or the Common- Wealth, 
I offer you a full and ſafe Revenge, 4 
A free Revenge, nothing to Interrupt, 12 
But you may do your Work with decency: : 
No Tumult for one Senator to ſcape in, 
Without the danger of invading em 
In — fangs Houſes, which wou'd be 
Defended by their Friends, Clients, and Slayes] 
J have em here, defenceleſs and alone, 
Impriſon d in the Palace; ſay the word, 
What ſhall be done with em? 
1 Ci. Come, come, open the Gates, we'll qui ; 
Doſe of em. * 1 


— ,] 


le. 


ur 
all 
n- 


3 


i 
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we'll hog = upon the Battlements of the Palace, for a 
ſtinking Example to all Common- Wealths. - 
1 Cit, Hold you, hold you, I don't like hanging: there's 
a great deal to be done in a handſome Execution. 
3 Cit. Look you, my Maſters, I am but a plain Man to 
ſee to, as a body may ſay, but I can ſpeak my Mind 
without being askt, as ſoon as thoſe that are wiſer: Look 
you, Time is precious, and we have a great deal to do 
with it; make as ſhort Work as you can, I adviſe; ey'n 
cut their Throats, and there's an end on't. 
1 Cit. Cutting of Throats is but a lovingly way of 


doing Juſtice: I am for doing Things decently, Neigh-" 


bours, and ] believe IT have hit it: This is not an ording- 
ry Day with us, you knew, why then let's make a Hely- 
day of it indeed; ſet the Palace a Fire about the Senator's 
Ears, and there's a Bonfire to our Holy-day. 

Om. Agreed, agreed, a Bonfire, a Bonfire. | 

Pac. It was the very Thing I was thinking of 

1 Cit, Why very well. 

Pac. Nay, it is excellent, to have the old Drones ſmother d 
in their Hives. © 
I No more to be faid, Boys; about it inſtantly, my 

i. ; 

2 Cit, We are all in a Mind once in our Lives. 

Om. Fire the Palace, down with it, Fire the Palace. 

Pac. And yet what has this noble Building done? 

A publick Ornament, a reverend Pile, | 

That has ſtgod Ages — but if you pleaſe to think 

It has ſtood long enough, why, down with it; 

Who ſhall find Falte t is the Common-wealths, 

The People's, and you may diſpoſe your own. | 

1 Cit, How's that? The Palace Ours! Let's hear him 3 
little upon that Subject. ; 

Pac. The Senators! blow them up in a Blaze: 

You will miſs nothing of them but their-Beards : 
Or if you ſhould, they cheaply are ſupꝑly d. 
But if the Senate Houle be laid in Aſhes, 
Who ſhall repair the Ruin? 
Vir. At a Time 


When Capua ſtands the Riyal of great Rome, 


- 
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You would not rr ber of her Palaces, 
To leave her naked to her Neighbours Scorn? 
Om. No, no, we don't deſire that neither. 
Vir. This venerable Structure may ſtand up 
With our moſt celebrated publick Domes, 
Sacred and Common, Temples, Theatres, 
And all our numerous Progeny of Art, 
The Monuments of famous Anceſtry, 
That ſpeak as loud for us, as Rome's for her. 
And wou d you throw it down? 
Pac. If you repent, 
When it is down, who builds it up again ? 
The publick Purſe alone, the common Stock 
he Citizens freeborn l 
er does the Miſchief pays for all. 
1 Cir, If it be ſo, my Maſters! 
2 Cit, *Tisas he ſays, Man, and the Caſe is quite alter d. 
1 Cit. Why, my Lord, we're at a loſs here for want 
of Employment. 


2 Cit. You have &av'd the Building, tis true, and we 


thank you for't: But the Senators — 
Om, Ay, ay, the Senators, the Senators 
Pac. I am their Goaler ſtill, to anſwer their forth-comin 
When you pleaſe, and to promote the Juſtice you intend, 
Since you are not agreed among your ſelves, 
I do propoſe to bring each Senator 
Upon the Tryal of his ſingle Merit, 
To ſtand or fall, juſt as his Cauſe deſerves: 
Your ſelves to be the Judges. 
2 Cir, Why there you have hit it, my Lord: 
1 Cit. Every honeit Man muſt be of your Lordſhip's 


Fir. Your ſelves to be the Judges! Mark you that? 

1 Ciz. Well, my Lord, pray proceed in your own 
Method: We know you're a Friend to us, we'll be go- 
vern'd by you, 

Pac. Then in the firſt place, I wou'd haye you ſo go- 
yern your Anger, that your Anger get not the upper 
hand of your Int'reſt and Safety. For I ſuppoſe yaur 
Hatred extends to theſe Senators only; you like the Con: 
Ritution well enough——= Ef IIb 


2 Cit. 


ms — 22 


— — 2 


3 


| | 
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2 Cit. My Lord, that's more than we can ſay with a 
ſafe Conſcience. 

Pac. What! Not like a Senate! 

1 Cit. To tell you the truth, we don't approve of the 
Order, and wou'd baniſh it the City, if we coud. 

Vir. You muſt have a Government among you. 

Pac. You muſt have a Senate; a Senate is but the great Coun- 
cil of a free People, and that's for your Good you muſt own. 

2 Cit. Well, if we muſt have a Senate 

Pac. Why, that's well faid: Then in order to a Refor- 
mation, my Maſters, there are two Things that call up- 
on you at the ſame Time; The diſſolying your old Senate, 
and chuſing a new one in the room. - ll 

1 Cit. Why, there 1 grant you, a Senate of our own 
chuſing we may like. 

2 Cit. We'll chuſe a Senate, I warrant you. * 

Pac. I will ſummon the Senators, one after another, to 
appear before you: What you judge of em ſhall be exe - 
cuted : I will only gather your Voices. 

1 Cit. This is Method now. 

Pac. Unbar the Gates, and bid the 8 
Prepare themſelves to appear upon their Names. 

2 Cit. Ay, this is doing Buſineſs. 

Pac. But one Thing you muſt promiſe me, my Friends, 
To puniſh none. however criminal, | 
Before you chuſe an able, honeſt Man 
lato his Place, as a new Senator. 

1 Cit. That's fair on every Side. 

Pac, Here is a Rol!, agree among your ſelves 
Whom to cite firſt—— This Day muſt crown our Hopes. 

- [Going to Virginius. 

Vir. The Deputies are return'd from Hannibal. 

Pac, Let em be ready, I ſhall want 'em ſtraight. 

2 Cit. Let's ſee, let's ſee, where ſhall we begin, at the 
top or the bottom ? 

3 Cit. Hold you, hold you; Titus Didius here; begin 


at him: I hapned to get a Slave of his with Child, and he 
made me marry her, for which 1 ſhou'd be very glad to 


ſee him hang'd. 
4 Cit. Make em into Lots, I ay, and let em be drawn 
fairly, Om. Ay. 
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om. Ay, ay, every Man take his Chance. 

They are buſied in making the Lots, while 
| Pacuvius and Virginius ſpeak, 
Pac. O that Perolla, my degenerate Son, 

Wou'd follow thy Ambition; but he pules, 

And Conſcience- bound in ſuch à Cauſe as this, 
The Cauſe of Empire, baſely ſtands for Rome, 
Againſt his Country, and his Father's Houſe. 

Vir. That Decius Magius has infected him. 

Pac. My old Oppoſer ſtill. | 

Vir. He has been every where among the Crowd, 

To ſpread the Poyſon of his Politicks: 

But we had dos'd em with our Antidotes; 

Timely preventing all the giddy turns, 

That might have hapned to that ſickly State; 

_ Confirm'd the crazy Conſtitution | 
Of their weak, wavering Minds; and now we have 
Scatter d, diſpers'd the Faction, and the Cauſe, 

Quite routed him, and his Malignity. 

Pac. So that the People all ſtand ſound for us, 

But do not truſt em with themſelves too long: 
They will relapſe into their natural Fears, 
And cool, without your Fire to keep them warm. 

Vir. Theſe you'll take care of: I have other Parties 
To Head, and bring up on Occaſion. [ Exit, 
The Citizens come forward, one having drawn a Lot. 

1 Cit. So, ſo, without fayour, or aflection, now open 
It — 

Pac. Who have you drawn? 

2 Cit. Rutilius Lupus. [Reading the Name, 

Pac. Rutilius Lupus there, let him appear. 

1 Cit. Ay, ay, let him appear, and be hang'd for his 
Pains, I fay. | | | 

3 Cit. Ay, ſo ſay I. 

Om. And all of us. 

Euter Rutilius Lupus. 

2 Cit. Here, here, he comes. He has always been an 
Enemy to the People. 

1 Cit. And now we'll quit Scores with him. 

Pac. Well, he is doom d: You do expel him firſt 

| _ 


while 


en 


his 


he 


_ 
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The Senate but before his Puniſhment, 


' You muſt elect a New one in his Room. 


Om. Ay, ay, that's quickly done. 

Pac. He may paſs on, we'll talk with him anon. 

1 Cit. Who ſhall we chuſe, Neighbours? 

2 Cit, Let's lay our Heads together, and do it to pu- 


poſe once in our Lives. | 8 Lupus withdraws,.. 


1 Cit. Why, ay, who ſhall we 
2 Cit. Let me ſee 


1 Cit, Some Body that deſerves very well of the Commons: 


Om. That's to be ſure, 

r Cit. One that is in the Intereſt of his Country; and, 
if poſſible, will continue ſo in ſpight of Preſerment 

2 Cit, That's the Man, that's the Man. 

3 Cit. Who, who? - 

2 Cit. Nay, good troth, I can't tell; we han't found: 
him yet. 7 

1 Git, He muſt be one, we have nothing to ſay againſt —— 

3 Cit. Ay, marry, who may-that be? 

1 Cit, One who wonnot forget his Bene factors, the 
People that rais'd bim. 
2 Cit. A very good Quality indeed; now name the 
Man that owns it, and I give my Voice, 

1 Cit, Nay, I name no Body. 

3 Cit. Name no Body! what! We muſt name ſome Bo- 


dy: Come, I'll name one—— Cecilins Nepos —— 


Om. Cecilius Nepos ! there's a Man indeed! 

3 Cit, What do ye think of him? 

Om. We don't think of him. 

2 Cit, Stay, ſtay, the Senators. are call'd Fathers, you 
know — 

1 Cit, What then? 


2 Cit, Why, in that Senſe he may be qualify d; and 


thou doſt honeſtly to ſet him up; for he is naturally thy 
Senator, being the Father of thy Family. 3 

1 Cit, No, no, we'll Father our Children without him, 
if we can, with our Wives leave; we'll none of him. Set 
up another. | 1. 

4 Cit. Titus Volcatins. 

Om. That's worſe and worſe. 

1 Cit, What ſhall we do with him? 2 Cit. 


2 OT SE 6. 
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2 Cit. He knows nothing of the Matter. 

x Cit, When he ſhows any Management in his private 
Affairs, we may begin to think of him for the Publick: 
In the mean Time, let him play the Fool at his own Ex- 
pence, and in private; as he aſts to do, 

4 Cit. Mamellius then. 

1 Cit. Mamellius! who is he? 

2 Cit. He is one, that was ſqueez'd out of the Neeeſſi- 
ties of the Government; that has made a hard ſhift to get 
a mighty Eſtate, by the common Calamities; a plaguy 


o 


rich Fellow. 


1 Cit. Rich! as a Dunghil may be, by a Cangregation 
of Filth and Villany. a | | 

2 Cit. Wou'd he were to be ſo well beſtow'd; carry d 
out by a common Conſent, for he's a Nuſance as he is, 
and ſpread abroad for the enriching the Publick. 

1 Cit. O, ho, I know him, a Viper, that has eaten 


- thro' the Bowels of his Country, in hopes of coming to 


the Head on't: But I hope he will return as be came, and 
go out at the Tail. | 

2 Cit. Well, Furius Phils. 

1 Cit. He's too proud for us. 

2 Cit, Marcus Mutiys. 

- 1 Cit, Let him pay his Debts. 

3 Cit. He pays no Body, as 'tis, 
ict. And you wou'd give him a Privilege to ruin 
his Neighbours. | 

Pac. Well, are you agreed? 

1 Cit. Agreed, my Lord, there's nothing to agree upon: 
When we come to Particulars, tis only to find Fault: 
Men are but Men; and, new or old, the Senate's the ame. 
Pac. Why do you diſſolve this then? 
2 Cit. We don't diſſolve it. 
- _ Om. No, no, we don't diſſolve it. 

1 Cit. And for this Reaſon, Neighbours, to carr 
Rome 1 Wives, rd, 14 their Mouths withal 4 * 
the Evils that we are beſt acquainted with, are always 
eaſieſt to be born. ee BIG, 4 N | 

2 Cir, Marry I think fo too. 


On, And 


ſit 
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Om. And all of us. 2 3 J 
te 2 Cit. Therefore I am for ſetting the Senators at Liberty. 
k: Om. Ay, ay, ſet em at Liberty. 
* * Provided they joyn with us in this Buſi- 
ſineſs. 


1 Cit. Heartily, and ſpeedily, or we ſhall viſit em 
again. And ſo you may tell em, my Lord. [ Ex. ſhouting. 


li- Pac. I wounot fail. | 

et Enter Senators. 

ly 1 Sen. Pacuvius! O! What Honours are thy due! 
Starues and Temples, thou Deliverer! 

on 2 Sen. We cannot ſpeak our humble Thanks too low, 

; In the deep Senſe of our Acknowledgements. . | 

'd 3 Sen. Thou haſt fay'd our Lives, diſpoſe of them 

18, and us —— : i 

4 Sen. Our Fortunes, Fri ends, and deareſt Intereſts. 
Mn 1 Sen. Command in all, for we owe all to thee. 
to Pac. I have been the happy Inſtrument indeed 


id To ſerve the Senate — 
2 Sen. Nay, to fave the State. 
Pac. And i am nobly pay'd in the good Work. 
1 Sen, The People tho won't be ſo ſatisfy d. 
Pac. No, they are obſtinate upon their Terms, 
You muſt comply with em. 
2 Sen. We are agreed in eyery Article for Hannibal, 


n 3 Sen. And wou'd declare our ſelves, did not our. 
Friends 
Pac. Under the Roman Arms in Cicily . 
1: 3 Sen. As Hoſtages for our Fidelity, = 
t: With-hold us, till we can provide for them. 
. Pac. That Fear was urg d before; but you ſhall have 


It fully anſwer d by our Deputies: 
I ſee they are return d. 


\ 

| 

| 

' Enter Deputies. | 

1 Om. O! welcome, welcome! 
c 2 Sen. What have you done for us with Hannibal? "i 
0 Dep. We bring moſt advantageous Terms of Peace. | | | 


Theſe the Conditions, the laſt of which [Offering a Paper. 
Remoyes the preſent Fear, and does proyide 
Expreſly for out Friends in Cieily, y 

3 Sen. 


2386 The FATE of CAP VA. 


3 Sen. Let that be read. Y 
Pac, Nay, read 'em not in Parts. | | ? 
Dep. He offers you three Hundred Roman Knights, Wh 
Which you ſhall chuſe out of his Priſoners, But 
To give the Romans, in a fair Exchange, | You 
For our Campanian Youth in Arms with them. Ane 
1 Sen. He has hit upon the ſole Expedient, But 
To enſure the Lives and Safety of our Friends. In 
Pac, He offers more than we cou'd ask of him. Th: 
Dep. You'll find him in all Points as generous. The 
Pac. Now are you fatisfy'd? Let 
3 Sen. We ask no more. De; 


Dep. In the juſt confidence of proffer'd Loye, 
He comes himſelf, the Hoſtage of his Faith, 
To Capus. 
Blo. So my Advices ſay, but mention not the Time. 
Dep. He comes this Day: He's on his March already, 
1 Sen. Let us prepare for his Reception. 
Pac. Summon the People to the Forum then, 
And let the Articles be read to em 
So hand and hand we ſhall proceed in Love, 
And a& unenyy'd for our Country's good. Going. 
Enter Decius Magius. 
Mag. Pacuvius! You have dene moſt worthily, 
Saving the Senate : Wou'd you wou'd employ 
Your Intereſt with the People always ſo. 
The wretched Romans wanted fuch a Friend: 
I had no Pow'r: But Death has ſet em free. 
1 Sen. Dead! are they dead? | 
[The Senators go out one after another, and leave him alons; 
Mag. All periſht in tke Baths. 
And they are left behind, to bluſh in Blood 
For this Days Treaſon, who encourag'd it: 
It muſt be anſwer'd for to Gods and Men, 
And Capua rue it in her Sons unborn; 
An impious City of devoted Crimes! 
The Vengeance will fall heavy, and, I fear, 
Fall wide enough, ev'n to involve us all. 
1 Sen. Alas! We are not guilty of their Death. [Goes out. 
2 Sen, But mourn alike with you the Peoples Rage. 
| [Goes on. 
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3 Sen. What could we do? [Goes out. 
Mag. What are you doing now? | 
Where are you going? Do you leave me too? 
But you indeed have left me long ago. 
Your Steps haye err'd long from the Track of Truth, 
And are not worth an honeſt Man's Purſuit: 
But I will follow. It I can't prevent, 
may proteſt againſt their Practices: 
That's in my Pow'r: That will exempt me from 
The general Guilt, and juſtiſie my Fame: 
Let me ſecure my Innocence, and then 
Death to an old Man cannot come too ſoon. Exit. 


S CE NE Virginius's Hoxſe. 
Fayonia at work with her Women. 


A SONG written by Azthony Henly, Eſq; 


HAT's Beauty? Bright Favonia, tall. 
The Miſtreſs of it knows it well. 

*Tis not Colour, "tis not Feature, 
Eaſie Faſhion, nor Good-Nature: 
Good Teeth, and Hair, a ſmiling Grace, 
Can: 5 Perfection to 7 Face: | 
Not yielding Lips, or wiſhing Eyes: 
But ſhe is handſome who — 


A SONG written by Colonel Cadrington. 


H AT Beauty is, let Strephon tell, 
Who oft has try'd it, knows it well. 
Not all the Wonders of a Face, 
Where Nature triumphs in each Grace, 
Not $ Breaſts, thro which is ſeen 
The purple Flood that boils within, 
Not Lips, when Wit with eaſe beguiles, 
Whilſt playſom Cupids dance in Smiles, 
Not Youth, not Shape, not Air, not Eyes, 
She only charms me who complies. 
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Virginius enters to em. 

Vir. Among your Women in your Huſwifry! 
Fie, tis a Profanation of the Day, | 
Sacred, and ſet apart}from common Ule, 

And dedicated to the publick Joy. 

Fav. The publick Joy, my Lord! 

Vir. The general Joy: 

In which I bave ſecur'd a Part for thee, 

A liberal Share for my Favonia. 

Fav. May I ſecure my private Peace at home: 
And for the Publick, let the Joy, and Grief, 
Fall to their different Fates, who riſe and fall. 
The State does not concern a Woman's Care : 
Yet, Sir, I thank you for remembring me. 

Vir. Doſt thou! Well, there's ſomething ey'n in that; 
There is a kind of Gratitude in Thanks; 

Tho? it be barren, and bring forth but Words. 

Fav. I do not underſtand —— 

Vir. Thow doſt not; true: 

And that's the very Root of my Complaint, 

That any thing relating to my Love 
Should {till be ſtrange, not underſtood by thee, 

Fav. My Lord — 

Vir. O! thou art cold in my Reception, 

Thou can'ſt not think thy ſelf, but thou art cold. 

I would have met my Welcome in thy Arms, 

My eager Welcome in thy longing Arms, 

That ſhould have cruſh'd me inward to thy Heart, 
Into thy Heart, if it were poſlible, 

Throbbing and beating with the Pulſe of Love: 
That, that had been a Welcome fit for me; 

And a juſt Recompence of all my Pains. 

Fav. Indeed, my Lord, I owe you every thing, 

In recompence of what you have done for me: 

But for your Welcome, that you bring along 

With you; tis yours, as you are Maſter here: 

And if I have not {ery'd it up to you, 

As does become the Duty of my Place, 

With that frank Cheerfulneſs to give Content, 

Let me not anſwer for my Nature's Faults, 


Vir. 


2 2 822 3 Fas. | 
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Vir. Nay, now thou art too ſerious. 
Fav. I am unhappy in the want of all 
Thoſe neceſſary, natural Arts to pleaſe. 
Vir. Thou art above the little reach of Arts, 
And can't want nothing, but the Will, to pleaſe. 
Fav. What is there hae I can invite you to, 
That you do not diſpoſe of? 
Vir. Nothing, nothing: 
Thou art all mine; and let me tell my Heart, 
That hourly grows more covetous of thy Love, 
And there fore buſie to torment it ſulf, 
Its Fears are vain, and thou art wholly mine. 
Fav. I own your Title, and you are the Lord 
Of every thing that does belong to me. 
Vir. Why, what would I have more? There's nothing more. 
1 do confeſs that I am happier 
Than I deſerve to be; much happier: 
I commit many Faults. but none to thee. 
O! could thy Gentlencis of Soul infuſe 
Its Spirit into my Breaſt, to temper mine; 
How ſhould I then be bleſt! But who can tell? 
Perhaps tis better order d as it is. 
Indifference would never ſuit my Fate. 
My Paſſiens are unruly, and ſometimes 
Break looſe on my beſt Friends: But then you ſhould 
Conſider em as the Effects of Love: 
As the Effects! Nay, they are Love it ſelf: 
For Love it ſelf is all the Paſſions, 
At leaſt to me: Whether it be Deſire, 
Or Hope, or Fear, or Anger, or Revenge, 
In all 15 different Motions, ill *tis 1 
Love, Love! The great Incendiary here! 
His Torch ſets all this little World on Fire: 
And let it burn, to purifie my Flame: 
For Life aud Love ſhall both burn out together.. 
Servant enters to him. 
Serv. Sir, you are ſtaid for. 
Vir. So, ſo, well, I come. 
I have forgot my ſelf, . too, 
With looking on thee. ſt thou tell me, Love, 
What 'was I came about? 
Vol. II. -- 8 Fav. 
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Fav. Buſineſs, you ſay. 

Vir, I fancy'd I had mighty Buſineſs here: 
But now I find twas but a fond Pretence 
To come and vilit thee. 

Fav. You're always kind. 

Vir. The hurry and the ſtruggle of the Day, 


Jou were inform'd in by my Meſſengers. 


4 


Fav. They hourly brought me the Particulars. 
And there are ſome Things done, which I could wiſh—— 
Vir. Things which I thought I could not have allow'd: 
And, but to raiſe thy Fortune, never would 
Fav. Pray Heav'n they do not overturn it quite, 
Vr. But they muſt pats with others in the Crowd. 
There will be Miſchict in Confuſion: 
J had forgot: Thou art a Stranger Bill 
To the fad News: Thy Rival is no more. 
Fav. My Rival ! 
Vir, Yes, thy Rival in my Heart: 
You had it ail between you, Wife and Friend: 
Funius, that Friend, is dead. 
Fav. Dead! is he dead? | , 
Vr. He tell at Canna: Had he been alive, 
And ſtill a Roman in bis Intereſt; 
I never could have been a Foe to Rome. 
11 have an Hour of Grief to dedicate — 


But this is not the time. I'm call'd upon. 


Hannibal comes, the glorious Hannibal. 
His Entry will be moſt magnificent, 
And will reward your Curioſity. 
I will provide you Place, and ſend for you. [Exit. 
' Favonia alone. 

Fav. What? what is there that I can want on Farth, 
To fill the Meaſure of my Happineſs? 
Why am I not contented with my Lot; 
So kind a Husband falls not to the Fare 
Of every Wife: All that he fays, and doe 
All his Defigns are working ſtill for me: 
And yet I cannot thank him, as I ought. 
Not but I ever had a dutious Senſe 
But that is not the payment of the Heart. 
He acks my Love, and not my Gratitude, 


it. 
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And why is that deny'd? O! Junius! | 
But thou art dead, and I may name thee now: 
made it Criminal to meme his Name, 
Avoiding every way all News of him, 
Endeavouring to forget him, if I could. 

But Oh! the Torment, and the Rack of Soul! 
To keep our Thoughts for ever on the bent 
Upon themſelves, ſtill labouring to forget, 
What, by the Labour, we remember more. 
Why didſt thou come between him, and my Heart? 
Why rather did my Husband place thee there, 
By bringing thee into the Family? 

[| ſaw no danger, till it was too late. 

But what have 1 not done, and ſuffer'd too, 
To drive thee thence, to make Virginius room? 
I have maintain'd an everlaſting War 

Within this Breaſt, ſtill fighting on his Side: 
Have ſummon'd all my Succours to my Aid 
My Native Powers, and the Confederate Force 
Ot Reaſon, Duty. Virtue; nay brought down 
The Woman's laſt Reſerve of all, my Fame: 
Weak Aids, alas! againſt the Tyrant Love. 

But he's depos'd, and Death has ſet me free: 


A greater Tyrant gives me Liberty. Dru. 


11 


ACT l. SCENE L 


SCENE The Forum. 


Euter Decius gy with Perolla, and two or three of his 
ents among the Citizens. 


Mag. Garriſon ia Capua] O! 

| Reſiſt their Entrance, block their Paſſage up. 
Remember Pyrrbus, and the Tarentines ; 
His inſolent Rule, and their ſubjected State, 

Per, They are already enter d. |; 
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' Mag. Let em not poſleſs themſelves, 
Expel em, drive em out: | 
Or if, by a brave memorable Blow, 
"You would redeem your Baſeneſs to your Friends, 
Cut em in pieces, and compound with Rome. 
Fer. They are not of your Party. They fall off. 
1 [Citizens ſneak off. 
Mag. Old Honeſty is us d to ſtand alone. 
Per. Here comes my Father. 
Good young Man retire: 
T may ſay ſomething that you would not hear. 
Pacuvius with the Senators in their-Robes, croſſing the Stage, 
Pac. Widen our Gates; let our encircling Walls 
Sink in the Earth, that nothing may appear, 
Ev'n in a ſeeming Oppoſition, 
To ſtand againſt the conquering Hannibal : 
The Conqueror of Rowe, but Capua's Friend. 
1 Sen. We need no Ramparts now, no Bulwarks, Walls, 
We're ſtrongly Fortify'd in Hannibal. 
Mag. What are the Forces that he brings along ? 
Not only Africans, but Nations drawn 
From the extreameſt Limits of the Earth ; 
Hercules's Pillars and the Ocean's Bounds: 
Who haye no Knowledge of Humanity : 
And but in Human Speech differ from Beaſts: 
Brutal, and Bloody: But their Leader has 
Advanc'd their natural Barbarity : 
Erecting Monſtrous Bridges of the Dead, 
On Human Bodies urging his proud Way 
2 Sen. Nay, Decius Magins. 
Mag. And, as an abſolute Maſter of the War, 


Defying Famine in his horrid Camp, 


Has taught 'em to devour the Fleſh of Men: 
1 Sen. Now, Magius, you grow dangerous indeed. 
Mag. Are theſe to be our Friends? theſe our Allies? 

Who that is but a Son of Lac), 

Can ſee, and ſuffer ſuch deteſted Slayer, 

Whom but to touch is a Pollution; 

Such obſcene Villains to become our Lords? 

What! ſhall we turn a Province to their Power ! 


That 
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That looks upon the fair- fac d Iralyj? | 
Can you conſent, that ſhe ſhould tall at laſt; 
A ſober Matron, and unſully'd yet, 
With all her Graces, to the ſwarthy Spoil 
Of hot Namidians, and luſt-burnt Moors? | 
Pac. We'll hear no more. Perolla, if thou art 
A Son of mine, leave him, and follow me. 
f. Forward, my Lords. 
Mag. I have done with Hannibal. 
And now, Pacuvius, a word to thee. 
Per. I know my Duty here, and will withdraw | 
From, what I fear, a Father's Infamy. [ Exits 
age, Pac. This you muſt anſwer. 
Mag. To the Gods, and Men, 
Il anſwer it; would thou could' do as much, 
For what thou'ſt done. 
Pac. I've ferv'd the Common- wealth 
Mag. Thou haſt ſerved thy ſelf. 
alls, Pac. And 'tis thy Envy rails. 7 
Mag. O! that there was no juſter Cauſe to ſpeak! 
But {ure there's not ſo reproba e a Wretch, 
To envy thee the Ruin of thy Country, 
Pac. The Ruin of thy Peeviſhneſs and Pride. 
Mag. That Fame unenvy'd ſhall be wholly thine. 
Thou canſt not as a free-born Citizen, | | 
But underſtand, that true Proſperity | | 
Lives in 4 common Share of Liberty: 
Not in the Plunder of our Neighbour's Rights. | 
Pac. Who has invaded 'em? 
Mag. Thou wouldft be firſt: 
And would thou hadft been ſo, in Dignity 
Of honeſt Deeds: But that was not enough. 
Pac. I find I am-arraign'd: What was there more? 
Mag. Thou haſt long praftis'd on the Government: 
Pois'ning its wholeſome Conſtitution, 
By lawleſs, bold Experiments of Power: 
And now they are broke out in Tyranny, 
To infect the Health and Life of Liberty. 
Pac. Becauſe I have appear'd the People's Friend. | ; 
Mag. Thou did'ſt betray the People to themſelves, | A 
By taking off their ſafe reſtraining Laws: —_ 
N 3 And 5 
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And then the Senate to the People's Rage: 
That by the Credit of redeeming both, 
Thou might'ſt betray us all to Hannibal. 
Pac. Tis very well; go on; let him go on. 
Mag. What is the puny Part that thou muſt act 
In this poor Farce o thy Ambition ? 
What will it end in? O] thou would'ſt be fear'd, 
Rather than lov'd; thou ſhalt be hated too; 
And then what comes of thee ? Who can be happy 
On ſuch Conditions of an anxious Life ; 
That ev'n his Murd'rer ſhall not only ſcape 
Unpuniſht, but ſhall be rewarded too? 
All good Men will combine againſt thy Life: 
Tho” this may want deſign to lay the Plot; 
A ſecond, Courage to attempt the Deed; 
Another want an Opportunity; 
All will conſent, and wiſh to have it done. 
It is enough for gallant Minds to know 
How honourable in the Enterprize, 
How grateful in the general Benefit, 
How glorious in the Renown and Fame, 
It is to kill a Tyrant. Hannibal, | 
Immur'd in Walls of Steel, cannot be ſafe. 
Pac. O! he'll take care to fave himſelf from you. 
Mag. Where then can'ſtthou from Juſtice hide thy Head ? 
Pac, The Laws are living ſtill, to puniſh ſuch 
Lic :ntious Tongues. . 
Mag. By Death, or Baniſhment ? 
Say which, thou Tyrant ; which do'ſt thou pronounce? 
Death drives us from the Fellowſhip of Mankind: 
But Baniſhment from only ſuch as thee, 
Before I take my Journey, I prefer 
Theſe two Petitions to the immortal Gods: 
The Firſt, That 1 may leave my Country free: 
The next, Pacuvius, thou wilt join me in: 
And we will bind all our Poſterity 
In the ſtrong Charm, as guilty of this Vow: 
That all that does belong to thee, and me, 
Our Children, Kindred, Family, and Name, 
May flouriſh, or decay, may riſe, or rot; 
Be bleſt, or curſt, as thou and I deſerve 
From 
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From Capua, and from the Commonwealth. 

Pac. Thou haſt Curſt thy ſelf, and ſo expect thy Fate. 
Pacuvius goes out with the Senators. 

Magius remains only with his Clients: Perolla returns to him, 
Mag. When 1 was Young, I fought for Capua, 

And wonnot now deſert her, being Old: 

But all my Bravery is in my Tongue, 

can bur talk, and that unminded now. 

Per. I fear you'll find you've done and faid too much. 
Enter an Officer . 9 
Off. Stand. Decius Magins —— 
Mag. Well, 1 am the Man. 
Off. I come from” Hannibal, to ſummon jo 
To appear before him. 
Mag. Tell your Hannibal 

His Punick Language is not currant here: 

We do not underſtand his ſummoning: <-. 

He has no Right upon a Capuan: 

I am free-barn, and therefore wonnot come. [Exit Officer. 
Fer. O Sir, you are undone, wy 
Mag. I think not fo. | 
Cui. The Snares are ſet, you cannot ſcape em now. 
Per. You are eacompals'd round with Enemies. 

Mag. Better encompals'd round with Enemies, 

Than live to be forſaken of our Friends. 

Diſtreſs is Virtue's Opportunity ; 

We only live, to teach us how to die, [Exeunt.” 

Enter Favonia. 
Fav. What is this Pomp of Hannibal to me? 

I cannot loſe my felt ev'n in the Crowd; SE 

His coming would be welcome, could it guard 

All other Images from entring here. 

While | am gazing on the Triumph, one, 

Meaning no harm, cries, This is the Reward 

Of Canne's Field: I ſtart, and take the hint, 

Purſuing it quite through that Scene of Blood, 

Till it preſents at laſt my Junius ſlain: 

My Junius, O! the guilt of that Surprize! 

Why muſt I harbour in my Boſom Thoughts 

Thus to ſurprize me to my Sin and Shame? 

I ſhalt betray my ſelf in Company, 

45 N. 4 There- 
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Therefore moſt fit for me to ſtay at home. 
Oh! let the Steps of Youth be cautious, 
How-they advance into a dangerous World ; 
Our Duty only can conduct us fafe : 

Our Paſſions are Seducers: But of all, E. 
The ſtrongeſt, Love: He firſt approaches us, 

In childiſh Play, wantoning in our Walks : 

If heedleſiy we wander after him, p 

As he will pick out all the dancing Way, a 
We're loſt, ang hatdly to return again ; * 
We ſnould take warning, he is painted blind, 

To ſhow us, if we fondly follow him, 


The Precipices we may fall into. 8 
Therefore let Virtue take him by the Hand, 0 
Directed ſo, he leads to certain Joy. Exit. 1 * 

Enter Citizens. 8 


3 Cit. Is there no more to be ſeen? Is the Shew over 
already? Is this all? | 

1 Cit. All, why, what did you expect? 

3 Cit. Expect, marry, I expected 

2 Ci. You ſaw Hannibal, did you not? . 

3 Cit. Yes, yes, I ſaw Hannibal: But, what? I thought 
he had been half as big as one of his Elephants: Your He- 
roes, I find, are little more than other Men, when you 
come near to examine em. | 

1 Cit. But did you mind his Looks? 

2 Cit, How terrible he lookt with that one Fye! 

3 Cit. Very terrible indeed. 

1 Cit. I ſtood by him a good while, and heard all «hat 
he ſaid to the Senate when they met him. 

2 Cit. And what, what did he ſay? 

1 Cit, Why, he began very civilly, that's the truth on't, 
and thankt us for preferring his Friendſhip before our Al- 
lance with the Romans. | 

2 Cit. And what more? a 

1 Cir. Why, he aſſur d us, that Catua ſhould, in a little 
time, be the capital City of Italy. 

zit. Ay, marry Sirs. 

1 Cit. And that the Romans the mſelves, as well as other 
People, ſhould do Homage to us, and fall under our Go- 
vernment. 


1 
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2 Cit, Nay, Pacuvius told us as much; that when the 
War was at an end, and Hannibal the Conqueror, he. 
wou'd carry back his Forces into Africk, and leave us the 
Empire of Italy. We ſhall all be great Men. 

1 Cit, But I did not fo well like the end of his Speech. 

2 Cit. How ſo? 

1 Cit. Twas all againſt Decius Magius: And truly he 
came to plain ſpeaking at laſt, and told em roundly, he 
expected they ſhould deliver him into his Power. 

2 Cit. And what ſaid the Senators? | 

1 Cit. Why truly, not much to the purpoſe at that time 
Some ſaid Magius did not deſerve to be ſo u: d neither; 
others, that ſuch a Beginning would have an ill End; but 
they agreed at laſt to deny nothing to Hannibal, and ſo 


gave the old Min up to his Mercy. 

2 Cit. See where he comes 

3 Cit, O what a Sight is here? | 3 

1 Cit. A Rope about his Neck, and bound in Chains. 

2 Cit, A Carthaginian Guard upon him too. 

Enter an Officer with a Guard of Carthaginians before and 
behind Magius, chain d, with a Rope about his Neck, and 
led along by a Lidor. 

Off. Have your Eyes every way upon the Crowd; 

If any Man but ſeems to pity him, [To the Guards. - 

Secure him as an Enemy to the State. 

Mag. You ſee, my Countr men, the Liberty 
You have brought home at lai for you, and yours. 
Here, in the For, in the baref.c'd Sun 
You ſee a Citizen of Capua, | 
Second to none in Name ard Dignity, 

Torn from his Friends, and forc'd in Chains to Death. 

Go meet your Hannibal, cro vd all your Streets; 

Dreſs up your Houſes, and your Images, 

And put on all the City's Finery, 

To conſecrate this Day a Feſtival 

Of barbarous Triumph over you and me. 

Off. Il ſpoil your Speech- making; drag him along. 

Exeunt, the Lictor dragging Magius off the Stage. 

1 Cit. O! piteous Spectacle. 

3 Cit. Piteous indeed. 

i Cit, This is the ſetting out of Slavery. 
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2 Cit. Tis well if it goes no farther: Not allow us to 
pity our Fellow-Citizens ! 

3 Cit. Ay, did you mark that? 

2 Cit They begin to ſhew themſelves already. 

'_ TCir. In Colours I don't like: We may repent too 
late what we have done. | 
Enter more Citizens to em. 

4 Cit. O you have loſt the beſt of the Shew, the fight 
of the Priſoners, and the Buſhel of Gold- Rings. 

I Cit. What! there were ſo many Roman Knights kill'd, 
and taken at Came, that their ſeyeral Rings, in a heap 
together, fill'd a Buſhel. 

4 Crt. So they ſay, indeed. 

1 Cit. Why, then their Buſhel lies out of all meaſure, 
in my Opinion. 

4 Cit. The three hundred Knights that were deliver'd 
to us, would have been worth your ſeeing ; gallant Fel- 
laws indeed, and wounded — of em. 

2 Cit. Some body ſaid, That Junius was found among 
the Priſoners. 

4 Cit. Ves, yes, Junius, our Countryman was among 
'em; he was g to be kill'd at Canna, but he's alive a- 
gain, and ina way to do very well. | 
» I Cit, He's a Priſoner, you ſay. 

4 Cit. No, his old Friend Virginius, upon the merit of 
his Violence, and the credit of his Father Pacuvius, has 
made an Intereſt with Hannibal, and, they ſay, has got 
him his Liberty, 
2Cit. All in good time: But Decius Magins, 
Let's follow all, to know what comes of him. ¶ Exeunt. 

Euter Virginius axd Junius with an Officer and Guard. 

Vir O Funins! how art thou reftor'd to Lite! 

And 1 by Miracle to Happineſs! 

For tho' the bounteous Gods have bleſt my Fate 
With a!l the good things, elſe, of this great World ; 
Yet wanting thee, wanting my other ſelf, 

I could not be entire to my Content, 

Not abſolute, nor perfect in my Joy. 

But they have brought thee back to me again, 

And through ſuch mazing Paths of Providence, 
We cannot trace, and only can admire.. 


Thus 


it 
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Thus thy good Fortune riſes from the bad. 
Hadſt thou not been at Canna, taken theres 
Had we not leagu d our State with Hannibal; 
Thou hadſt not among the Priſoners, 
The Roman Knights, to be deliver 'd here: 
Thou hadſt not ſeen thy Country, City, Friends; 
Nor ſhould I had the Intereſt and Power 
With Hannibal, to gain thy Liberty, 
un. 1 wonnot be oblig'd for any thing, 
do not underſtand a Benefit. 
I'm Pris'ner of an honourable War; 
And do deſpiſe my Freedom, but on Terms 
As brave and honeſt, as I parted with it: 
Such Terms 1 muſt deſpair of finding here. | 
Vir. We do invite you to an equal ſhare 
Of all th' Advantages of Government, 
Of Place, and Power, with us in 5 * 
Fun. Therefore I do refuſe my Liberty. 
Vir. You wonnot ſure refuſe it from a Friend. 
Fun. 1 have no Friend, nor I pretend to none. 
Vir. You have been mine, you haye thought me 
yours. 
mn. That was in our young Days; when every thing 
wh ſwallow'd, and went credulouſly down. 
Our Pleaſures hurrying on in the ſame Courſe, 
When we purſu'd em with the ſame Deſires, 
With the ſame ſtretch, and eagerneſs of Youth: 
Our Manuers too in every thing ally'd; - 
Then we were Friends for our Convenience. 
But when the Buſineſs of the World comes on, 
uſtling between ambitious Intereſts, 
is then, in the great Voyage of our Life, 
As if our Veſlels ſtruck upon a Rock, 
Each ſhifts a ſeveral way to ſcape the Wreck, 
And fink, or ſwim, my Friend; nay, plunge him down, 
So by his Ruin I get ſafe to Shore. | 
Vir. It never can be ſo between us two. - 
I have no Ambition, have no Intereft, 
That Friendſhip can ſuſpect, or ſplit upon, 
Friendſhip is Riches, Power, all, ro me, 
Friendſhip's another Element of Life: 


— 
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Water and Fire not of more general Uſe. 

| To the ſupport and comfort of the World; 

3 Than Friendſhip to the v_ of my Joy. 
e 


7 5 I would do every thing to ſerve a Friend. 
by un. And 1 would ſerve a Friend in honeſt things Le 
* I do pretend no farther. - You, and I, | Ta 
5 You ſee, have very different Sentiments; Pl: 
| Therefore unlikely to continue Frends. A 
If from our former Brotherhood of Love, Te 
You do ſuſpect I may have any Claim, 0 
Againſt her Intereſt, that ſnould have it all, * 


Here I renounce it, I reſign it here. 

And now let's heartily ſhake Hands, and part; 

To your high Fortune, You; I to my Fate. 

Ni. My Fortune and your Fate ſhall be but one. 

Fun. They are impoſſible to reconcile: 

You happy, I am born to be a Wretch: 

You free, and I condemn'd to be a Slave. 

O! had I fal'n with Honour in the Field, 

How many Miſeries had ended there 

Death had ſecur'd me then from being led 

I Triumph here, over my Country's Shame. 

I hate your Hannibal, I — your Cauſe: 

And now can only be a Friend to Rome. 

And if Jever come at Liberty, 

It ſhall be but to ſtrike — you all. 
Off. You hear him, be is not to be reclaim'd. 
Vir. This is the preſent Senſe of Suffering; 

The Grief of unheal'd Wounds: All will be well. 
Off. You cannot truſt him with his Liberty. 
Vir. With my own Life I will. 
Fun. Have you reſolv'd 

About the trifle of diſpoſing me? 
Vr. My Houſe your Priſon, I muſt be your Guard. 
Fun. With your own Hands you ſet it then on fire. 
Off. He has warn'd you, and the Conſequence be yours, 

[Exernm, Junius following Virginius, 
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SCENE Virginius's Hoxſe. 


Enter Favonia, a Woman following. | 
Fav. I'll hear no more: When next thou ſpeakit to me, 
Let Blood, and Death, and Ruin be the Theme. 
Talk of the Maſſacres of Families, 
Plunder of Cities, and whole Countries waſte, 
A private Miſchief is not worth the News. 
Tell me that all the dire Calamities 
Of raging War, chain'd up in Diſcipline, 
Are now broke looſe, trooping in horrid March, 
To fright the World, the Brood of Cerberus, 
And worry all, like the Black-guard of Hell. 
That Luſt and Rapine do divice the Spoil: 
That Giant Murder does beſtride our Streets, 
Stalking in State, and wading deep in Blood. 
My Father Butcher'd, weltring in bis Gore: 
A Dagger in the Throat of my dear Child: 
And thou ſhalt be as welcome then as now. [Exit Woman, 
That Capua is in univerſal Blaze; | 
All, all the Winds of Heav'n driving this way, 
And nothing but my Tears to quench the Flame. 
Junius alive! ev'n that would give me Death. 
In Catua too! that brings it nearer ſtill, 
In the ſame Houſe! that ſtabs the Dagger home: 
It hurries me to Execution, 
And Execution too upon the Rack: 
Let me be out of pain, before he comes. 
What Corner ſhall I find to hide this Head in? 
Where is that . e that can blind 
The Eye of jealouſie? My Husband comes 
To draw me to the hateful Light again, 
To drag me to the trial of my Trut 
What can I plead? O guilty, guilty Wretch! 
There is no Courage, but in Innecence: 
No Conſtancy, but in an honeſt Cauſe; 
Thy Conſcience is a thouſand Witneſſes: 
And Funixs, the chief Acceſſary, he 
Stands out againſt thee, and confeſſes all. 
I'll hear no more: Pronounce my Sentence quick, 
it be Death, to end me any way. Exit 
Enter 
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Enter Virginius and Junius. 
Vir. I need not tell you, you command all here, 
And that you haye your Liberty entire. 
Ha! Junius! why that Paleneſs on thy Face? 
Thy alter'd Looks ſpeak thy Condition, 
Thou art not well. 
Fm. Indeed I am not well. , 
Vir. Expence of Spirits, and the loſs of Blood. 
With needful Care they will recruit again. 
Reſt on my Arm, and led me lead you in. 


SCENE Changes to Favonia's Apartment. 


Fayonia leaning on her Hand in a Chair. Virginius leading 
Junius into the Room. 
Vir. Favonia , 
Fav. Ha! who calls? 
Fun. 1 can no more: I muſt end here. 
[Faints at the ſight of Favonia, ſhe ſhrieks at ſight of him, 
Fav. Ha! 
Vir. Fall into theſe Arms, 
They never will refuſe to bear thee up. 
Favonia, call for help; he comes again; 
Stay; lend your Hand; ſoft, gently, ſer him down. 
[In the Chair ſhe riſes out of. 
How is it now? 
Fun. Confounded in my Shame, 
That my Infirmity ſhould here intrude. 
Your Pardon, Madam, will recover me, 
Vir. Rally your routed Spirits to your Aid, 
Reſt will compoſe and bring em back again. 
I cannot ſtay with you, but will return 
To cheer, to comfort you, and to renew 
The paſt Endearments of our former Friendſhip. 
I will provide you Balm for all your Wounds: 
My Wife her ſelf, your kind Phylician, 
Will wait upon you, till I come again. [Exif, 
Favonia and Junius, © 
Fun. I'm hunted to the Brink of the Abyſs : 
Plunge in I muſt, and to the bottom now. 
But firſt upon my Knees let me fall down, 
Trembling, and aw'd, and fearful of your Frown, 
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Beſpeaking Pardon, if I wildly ſhould, 
In queſtioning the Gods upon my Fate, 
Say any thing towards diſturbing you. 
Fav. O riſe, I muſt not hear you on your Knees. 
Jun. I'm bleſt, that you will hear me any way. 
But O! the Accent of my Voice is chang'd: 
You cannot know it now in Miſery. ; 
There was a time, in the gay Spring of Life, 
When every Note was as the mounting Lark's, 
Merry, and cheerful, to ſalute the Morn; 
When all the Day was made of Melody. 
But it is paſt, that Day is ſpent, and done, 
And it has long been Night, long Night with me. 
I have been happier, you have known me ſo. 
Fav. Alas! ho is no Fortune perfect here. 
Jun. Indeed I find it: When I enter d firſt 
Into the Liſt of this — World, 
I promis d fair for a more proſperous Courſe: 
The Favourite of Fortune, and the Friend, 
To perfect all, of my Virginius: 
We liv'd the Envy of our Capuan Youth, 
The moſt aſpiring to the glorious Fame 
Of Friendſhip, x. > imitated us, 
So bleſt you found us. 
Fav. Would to all the Gods 
I nc'er had come between you, to divide, 
To part ſuch Friends. 
un. O! had we parted there: 
He to the rich Poſſeſſion of your Charms; 
I to a poorer Fortune in my Love; 
Yet rich enough, and happy in Content, 
All had been well: But he would have me home. 
Fav. O! I remember his Impatience. 
Fun. To be a Witneſs of his Happineſs. 
And ſo I was. I heard him every Dy 
Tranſported in the Riot of the Theme; 
Full of the raviſhing Diſcoveries 
He hourly made in that bleſt Land of Love : 
The ever riſing Springs of flowing Joy; 
Tre hoarded Mines o. Treaſures, yet unbora; 


With ſuch a rapture of Variety. 
OF 


1 


304 The FATE CAP UA? 


Of Pleaſures that were ever growing there: 
It was not ſafe to hear, I found it ſo. 
Fav. O curs'd Effet of fooliſh Vanity ! 
un. What was it to approach then, to behold, 
And Face to Face examine and compare 
The copied Beauties with the Original? 
O! they were faint, and the Deſcription cold, 
Heavy and dead, to the inſpiring Lite: 
And what I thought Extravagance before, 
Prov d eaſie to the Wonders I {aw there. 
Fav. What will this end in? 
un. Can we reſolve to gaze upon the Sun 
With ſteady Eyes? ſoon blinded by that Pride 
I loſt my way; and found my ſelf too late, 
Born down the Torrent of a Paſſion, 
That always ended in a Sea of Woe: 
I plainly ſaw Ruin attend my Steps; 
rs reſolv d to lead em far away, 
Where they might never come to trouble you. 
But O]! it was with all the Violence 
Of Pangs, in Death, that I at laſt reſoly'd 
And yielded to that only Remedy: 
A Remedy worſe than the worſt of Deaths 
To fly the Place, where I muſt die for Love, 
Or live a Traitor to my Friend and Fame. 
Fav, What have you ſaid? 
un. If I have faid too much, 
Balieve, I rather had in Silence dy'd, 
Than to have ſpoke at all: This was the Fate 
I labour'd to avoid. But who can ſhun 
His Deſtiny? It follows every where: 
Capua, or Rome, or Canna ſtill the fame. 
I would have welcom d it, that fatal Day; 
But there it loſt me in the Crowd of Death. 
This was the Place of Execution; 
And it has caught, and ſeiz d, and bound me here: 
I'm on the Rack : What I diſcoyer now, 
Is only the Expreſſion of my Pain, 
Wrung from my Heart, long overcharg'd, and full, 
Which elſe ſhould ourſt with its Convultive Throws, 
Rather than eaſe its Labour by a Groan, 
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A trembling Sigh, that might offend your Ear. | | 
Fav. O Funius! whither are you going? hold. 
Fun. A little farther, and 1 ſhall arrive 

At my long home, the Goal of my Deſpair. 

To ask your Pardon, would repeat my Fault: 

To ask your Pity, were to draw you in, 

By Steps of Mercy, to a Tenderneſs, 

Criminal, and guilty, to reprieve a Wretch, 

Who, for the Common Peace, and yours, muſt die. 

There is no Ward againſt ſuch Blows as theſe; 

They ſtagger me, and I at laſt muſt fall. 

Since I am doom'd to be a Sacrifice 

Of fatal Friendſhip, and of hopeleſs Love, = | 

Here let me fall, I would be offer'd here; 

Allow me dying to confeſs my Love : | 

In my laſt Sigh, and at your Feet expire. | 

[Falls at her Feet, — breaks his Fall, and kneel; by 
him to recover him. 

Fav. Tis I am bound, and torn upon the Rack! 

I cannot bear it, Funius, Funius: 

Look up, and live, and Ell confeſs enough 

For you, and for my ſelf, all that I know, 

All that I ever keard of Wretchedneſs; 

What you have undergone, what I have felt; 

What le feel from this tormenting Love. 

Waere am I going? Help there -— O he comes 

Again to Life — fly, fly to my Relief. 

Enter Women, run to aſ Junius, and lead him off. 

Uſe all your Arts, his Weakneſs to reſtore ; 

My Cure mult be, never to {ee him more. 

[ Exit at another Door. 


ACT IL SCENE TI. 
SCENE A Garden. 


Enter Pacuvius and Perolla. 
9 VE watch'd thee with a careful Parent's Eye, 
Follow'd through all the Motions of thy Soul 
And cannot find it, therefore have withdrawn, 
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To give thee Place, and Opportunity. 
Per. And therefore have I follow'd you, my Lord, 
To tell you what it is I labour with. h A 
Pac. "Tis mighty ſure, when the great Hannibal 
Not only has forgiv'n, but honour'd thee, R 
At his high Table, bidding thee his Gueſt, B. 
That can diſgrace his Invitation, Y 
Poyſon his Feaſt, and in a general Mirth, A 
Make fad the brow of Youth with Diſcontent. H 
Per. Tis a Deſign to raiſe my Country's Fame. | 
Pac. Thy Country's Fame! 
Per. You ſee this Dagger here, 
A little Inſtrument for ſo — a Work, 
But well employ'd, and gallantly ſtruck home. 
Pac. Struck home! 
Per. Into the Heart of Hannibal, 
Wou'd yet attone our infamous Revolt. 
Pac. O Fupiter ! thou great Deliverer ! 
Per. I have reſolv'd to make our Peace with Rene, 
And ſeal it with this Carthaginiar's Blood. 
"Tis fit that you ſhould know what I intend: 
If you approve the Deed, then fee it done; 
If not, take this Occaſion, and retire. 
Pac. By all the Bonds of Duty, and of Love, 
That tye a Son and Father's Hearts in one, 
I beg, implore, conjure thee to deſiſt : 
Let me arreſt thee in this hurrid Courſe, 
That leads through all the Steps of Infamy, 
Into the gulf of ſure Perdition. 
Per. I think not fo. 
Pac. But now, before the Altars of the Gods, 
We interchang'd our Souls, and plighted Faith, 
With right Hands joyn'd, in ſolemn, holy League 
Of Sacred Truſt; and was there nothing meant 
By theſe good Rites of Hoſpitality, 
ore than, when he had feaſted, drank, and laught; 
To get a nearer Opportunity 
To perpetrate the fouleſt Act of Shame, 
And Stab our Entertainer? | 
Per. How, my Lord! 


Our Entertainer? you compell'd me here. 
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Pac. Your Benefactor; he has ſav'd your Life. 
Per. So is the Robber, that but takes my Goods: 


And ſhall I thank him for not doing more? 


Pac. If there is nothing Sacred; if you think 


Religion, Faith, and Piety, Reftraints : 
But for the Weak, then let looſe all the Reins. 
Yet when you undertake a Villany, 
Act like a Man, not rathly throw away 
Honour and Life in the mad Enterprize. 

Per. My Life I have devoted to my Cauſe, 
And Honour muſt attend it, when it goes. 


Pac. What! would you ſingly ſtrike at Hannibal? 


Where is the Circle of his Officers? 

His waiting Slaves, and his attending Guards ? 

The many Eyes that only wake for him? 

The many Hands always in Arms for him? 

All blind, and dead ? are they confounded all ? 

Can you alone, undaunted, ſtand againſt 

Thoſe Looks of Terror, which arm'd Legions 

Have trembled at, and Rome could not ſuſtain? 
Per. I can ſurprize him in his Riots here. 


Pac. O, no, my Son, he's not to be ſurpriz d. 


There is an awful Guard of Majeſty 

About his Perſon, that denies Approach: 

A Majeſty of glorious Actions, 

Of famous Wars, and bloody, Battles gain'd, 
That are his Sword and Buckler every where. 
They charge around him, like Numidian Spears, 
To terrifie and keep off all Surprize. 

Trebie, and Thraſimene, and Caunæ all 

Shelter him with the Laurels of their Fields, 
The mighty Ghoſt of great Æmilius, 

That waits him, as his Guardian Genius now, 
Would wiſh to die again, a Death of Shame, 
To ſee a Boy attempt his Conqueror. 


But grant you could ſurprize him, and his Guards: 


Yer 1 am there, what will you do with me? 
I am his Fortreſs, I am his Defence. 

Will you purſue him through a Father's Life? 
If you will ſtab him, ſtab him then through me. 


My Breaſt oppos'd, firſt you muſt reach my Heart, 
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Before your Dagger can arrive at him. 
Per. O, Sir, your Words have ſtruck a Da here. 
Pac. Is then the thirſt of thy Revenge ſo hot, 

Not to be flackt, but with a Father's Blood? 
Per. I'll pour out mine to quench your kindled Rage. 
Pac. Let me deter thee here, rather than 8⁰ 

To throw away thy ſelf, and ruin me. 

O let my Prayers proſper, and prevail” 

With thee, as for thee they prevail'd to Day. 
Per. I muſt deny you nothing; but you have 

Undone your ſelf, your Country, and your Son. 

You have commanded me, and I will pay 

That Piety to you my Country claims. 

O my dear Country ! this was my laſt Hope, 

To have reſtor d thee to thy Self and Rome. 

I had prepar'd this Dagger in thy Cauſe: 

But ſince my Father wreſts it from my Hand; 

I can no more, but with my Griet retire, 


And in the Crowd expect the common Fate. [Exit, 


Enter Virginius to Pacuvius. 

Vir. You have withdrawn your ſelf in a bad Time, 
We wanted you within; the Publick has 
Put on a difterent Face from what it had: 
But Smile, or Frown, we cannot mend it now. 

Pac. Pray, what's the Matter? 

Vir. Why, the Queſtion roſe 
Upon the taking in the Tarentines. 

Pac. O, I was by, when their Ambaſſadors 
Were introduced, and had their Audience. 
Their Bulineſs was welcom'd, and well receiy'd, 
But not requiring haſte, ſoon laid aſide, 
And civilly diſmiſt, while I was there, | 

Vir. It was fo, and the Revellings went on. 
But then, from all rhe Quarters of the Town, 
We were allarm'd by clamorous Complaints, 
Of every kind, againſt the Soldiers. 
Women, and Wine, we knew. of Right were theirs, 
But in a natural, and manly Uſe, 
Not to break through, or over-leap the Bounds 
Of Government, by brutal Violence. 
But when they came, without Diſtinction, 

: To 
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To fe'ze on all, proceeding ſo to Blood, 
To Plunder, Aurder, and to Raviſhment, 
"Twas h gh T me to complain. 
Pac. High Time indeed. 
Vir. Some call on you, others petition d me: 
And every Client to his Patron ran, 
To fave him, or to redrels his Injuries. 
Pac. What follow'd then? | 
Vir. Maherbal ſtanding by, 
The Carthaginian General of the Horſe, 
With his blunt Honeſty, told Hannibal, | 
That from the Soldiers Luxury, he foreſaw 
Capra would prove to him and his Affairs, 
Fatal. as ever Carne did to Rome. 
Pac. Ha! that was Hoppe. 
Vir. Hannibal rouz'd at that, 
And gave his Orders for a ſpeedy March: 
But not ſo much, on what Maberbal ſaid, 
It is believ'd, as on ſome News from Rome 
Pac. We never wiſh'd him to continue here. | 
Vir. But what ſhou'd be the News that has ſo ſoon 
Alter'd his Meaſures? 
Pac. O, no matter what 
Can come from Reme; he has ſerv'd the preſent Turn, 
And we can ſerve our ſelves againſt the next: 
We muſt be near him, while he ſtays with us. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Virginia's Hoxſe. 


Enter Junius, 

Fun. It was her Hand that rais'd me from the Grave; 
It was her Mercy that repriey'd my Fate: ; 
She meant it in a kind Compaſſion, 
Tho! it had been the tendreſt Charity, 
To let the Rigor of the Sentence paſs 
Upon my Life, and put me out of Pain. 
Jam redeem'd from the Arreſt of Death, 
To pine, and languiſh in a wretched Life. 
Is there no Remedy; Want will be heard, 
And anſwer'd too; I could turn Beggar here: 
When once it comes to the extremity 
To take, or ſtarve, there is no more a Right 
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Of Property; all Things lie common then 
In Nature's Field, from Heav'n to Hell is ours, 
For our Support, to Compaſs any way. 
What hinders then but I may be reliev d? 

I have diſcharg'd my ſelf from all the Bonds 
Of Friendſhip, Duty, that encumber d me; 
And I am lett at large, and free to take 

All Opportunities that can aſſiſt 

To make me---What? a Villain: Am I free? 
Diſcharg'd of all my Obligations ? 

Why am I here, plac'd as another Lord 
Over this Family, and not a Friend? 

Is then the Truſt and Confidence repos'd 

In me, and my Fidelity, no Bond ? 

Theſe are State Morals; but Adyerſity 

Has ever been an evil Counſellor; 

And always will be o: I'll hear no more. 

I have nothing left me but my Honeſty, 

To write my Epitaph, and grace my Tomb- 

Thither I'm going. O Favora ! ſtay, 

I ſee you ſhun me, let me only take 

A parting Look, I wonnot dare to ſpeak, 


If I ſnou d figh, it is my laſt Adieu. [Exit. 


SCENE zh Forum. 


Enter three or four Citizens of the better Sort. 
1 Cit. Are theſe our Friends? what cou'd they haye 
done worſe by us, if they had been our Enemies? 
2 Ciz. If our City had been taken by Storm, they could 
but have raviſh'd our Wives and Daughters. 
3 Cit. And put us to the Sword; you forget that Man, 
2 Cit, No, we were reſery'd for a worſe Puniſhment, 
to ſtand by, and look on, as ſcandalous Witneſſes of our 
Infamy and Diſgrace. | 
1 Cr, There's nothing free from their Inſolence and 
Outrage. 
2 Cit. Every Place prophan'd by their Rioting and 
mk - "TY : i R 
1 Cit, They have invaded every Thing that's dear to us. 
2 Ciz, No Property in any Thing. 
3 CK, 
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3 Cit, Eſpecially the Petticoat; nay, it has been very 
bad indeed; but *rwill mend now, they are marcht away 
to the Tarentines; and Tarentum take em, I lay. 

1 Cit. Hannibal is march'd indeed with his Army, but 
has left a Garriſon behind him ; What does he mean by 
that? 

2 Cit. To protect us againſt the Roman 

1 Cit, The Romans! why, we have been told all along 
there was no Danger of them. | 

2 Cit. I wiſh we may find it fo. | 

1 Cit. There's no believing any Thing now-a-days; 
not a Syllable of Truth in the Mouth of Report, for an 
honeſt Man to walk by. | 

2 Cis. Tis all Party, and ſerving a Turn. 

1 Cit. There was no News currant a great while, but 
the Diſtreſs of the Romans, the Miſery they were brought 
to, and the utter Impoſſibility of ever appearing in Arms 

in; that was all the Reaſon we had for deſerting our 

d Friends. 

2 Cit, Now that Turn's fery'd, and not ſo much care 
taken to ſtifle the Intelligence; we hear of nothing but 
their Induſtry and Virtue, the Preparations and Power of 
the Romans: I am credibly informed they have a Conſular 
Army in the Field, and in Condition to try their Fortune 
again with Hannibal, if he pleaſes. 

1 Cit, He may thank himſelf, if they ſhould beat him 
now. 

2 Cit, If he had march'd directly to Rome from Cane, 
as he was advis d. 

1 Cit. But he ſtay d there playing the Merchant, and 
ſelling his Priſoners. 

2 Cit, Which provoked Maherbal to tell him, That he 
knew how to Conquer, better than to uſe his Victory. 

3 Cit, If the Romans are ſo ſtrong, what may become 
of us then ? 

2 Cit, Nay, we have pull'd our old Houſes upon our 


Heads, and may be buried in the Ruins, tor ought we know. 


1 Cit, We have deſery'd as ill as we can ot em. 
2 Cit. And have nothing to pray the Gods, but that they 
may never have it in their Power to Reward us to our Deſerts. 
Omu. That's all we have to truſt to, I Exeunt. 
; Entor 
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Enter Pacuvius and Virginius. 
Vir. Ist poſſible! he cannot be fo baſe, 
Forgetful, ſo ungrateful to his Friends. | 
Pac. Contain your ſelf, at leaſt here in the Street; 
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Leet us not be the firſt in our Complaints, W 
Who were the forwardeſt —— ; 
10 

Vir. And we are paid Sr 
Moft richly for our Pains. Tl 


Pac. I will come home . 
To you, and there we will enlarge our Hearts — 
Vr. In ſpight of all his Guards, and ſpeak bold Truths: M 


I ſhall expect you with Impatience. Exit. K. 
Pac. Bold Truths! They may return upon our ſelves: W 

For if I ſpeak Truth boldly, as it is, Fo 
I cannot be ſurpriz'd, that Hannibal N. 


Should leave a Garriſon, ſhould not truſt me 


With full Command, which J had juſt before 8 
Abus d, betray d, and given up to him: . 


To him, I mean to my Ambition: 


This little ſtand of Fortune gives me Time 
To look about, and ſee what I have done. 


The many violent Steps that I have made w 
To bring me here; to my untimely Fall, V 
It may be too; when Thraſimene was fought, 1 
Being chief Magiſtrate of Capua, 0 
Had Hannibal marcht this way, I had deſign d R 
The Senate's Slaughter, to deliver up Pl 
The City ſo. I was prevented then: T 
But now have done it not ſo bloodily, M 
What was the Romans Murder in our Baths, 
Was not that bloody, and ſet on by me? T 
I had forgot; *tis dangerous to awake 5 
A-guilty Memory. Decius Magius too Hob 
Stands out to accuſe me— but he's ſtill alive. 1 
O remember all his Curſes now: A 
May they be blown about, and loſt in Air; - 
Not ſhed their Venom upon me and mine. [Exit, 11 
KI 
D 
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S CEN E Charges to Virginius's Houſes 


Euter Junius. 3 
Fun. All cloſe and ſilent! as in depth of Night 
Wrapt up in Darkneſs! in the inner Room 
I ſpy a winking Lamp, that weakly ſtrikes 


The ambient Air, ſcarce kindling into Light: 


That, feeble as it is, ſhall be my Guide. 

There I ſhall find her in her pomp of Grief. 

Dare I invade her ſacred Solitude? 

My Heart ſinks in me, and my trembling Kaees 
Knock, and forſake me, when I wou'd go on; 
Warning me not to touch forbidden Ground. 
Forbidden! ſo are all good Things to me. 


Nothing to hope, I nothing have to fear. Exit. 
SCENE Changes, and fhews Favonia æſleep 
on 4 Conch in Lahe. 


i Junius returns. 

Jun. She conſecrates the Place, where - e er ſhe is, 
With Reyerence: We enter Temples ſo. 
Where are the Terrors, that ſhou'd keep me back? 
Her Frowns, the greateſt, are diſarm'd in Sleep. 
O may the ſofteſt Down of ſweet Repoſe 
Receive thee gently on the Bed of Peace, 
— fold — cloſe in the kind Arms of Reſt; 
That undiſturb'd, this Opportuni 
May no be mine, to feed my famniſh'd Eyes. 
The ſickning Light is envious, and grows pale, 
With looking on her: Tis a Sight indeed, 
For the high mounted Sun, in all his Pride, 


| To ſtop, and wonder at let me fix here 


— 


Stretch wide the Gates of Sight to take her in, 
In the full triumph of her conquering Charms. 
My eager Eyes devour her Beauties up, 
Inſatiable, and & for more. ; 
O! the rich Glutton, that enjoys this Store! 


Nothing to ſpare from Superfluity, 
To 2 Wants —— my Feaver burns me up, 
V or, II, O 
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'O! let me quench it at this healing Spring. 

Th ing is Sacred; a Divinity | 

Protects the Place; thrice happy, happy, he 

Who may plunge in, and bathe, and wanton there, 
But I may taſte the coolneſs of the Stream. 

And I will drink the Cordial of a Kiſs, 

From this dear Hand, reach'd out to comfort me. 


| [Kneels and kiſſes her Hand. 
She wakes ! 
Exter Virginius and Pacuvius at the Door. 
What Noiſe! I may retire unſeen. Exit. 


Vir. A Man here with my Wife! O! give me way. 
| [ Breaks from Pacuvius. 
Fav. Who's there! my Lord? 


Vir. Where is the Villain? where? Runs after Junius, 


Fav. O! where indeed? my Father! on my Knees 

Let me proteſt, and ſwear my Innocence. 

I am betray'd, and loſt. | T 
Pac. Thou art indeed. [ Virginius returns. 
Vir. This was contriy'd, and lay'd for his Eſcape : 

And this Apartment fitted, and prepar'd 

To be the Scene of their Adulterous Luft. 

Where is there ſuch another Wretch on Earth? 

Ruin'd, undone in every Intereſt, 

Betray d, and ruin'd in the deareſt Truſt! 

— I _ be the Executioner 

Of my juſt Rage, and here begin Rey — 

Pac. Strike — it is — are of Juſtice now, 
Vir, Have you condemn'd her? 

Pac. 1 2 the Deed. [ She opens her Arms. 
Vir. I wonnot kill thee in thy Father's Sight. 

That were to a& a Murder upon him. 

Here, take her, Sir, I give her up to you. 

Your Houſe's Honour is engag'd with mine. 

Do with her what is fit for you, and me. 

You are her Judge, Condemn, or ſet her Free, [Exenm, 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 
$CENE the Forum. 


Junius, with Citizens. 
. ET Capua ſink under the Rods of Rome: 
Her Axes hew your Branches to the Stock, 

The Lifeleſs Trunk, never to ſprout again. 
The Gods Appointment always is the beſt, 
But every way your Ruin will be Juſt. 

1 Cit, If all our Nobles are of your Mind, what muſt 
become of the City in a little Time? 

Fun. It muſt become the injur'd Romans Spoil, 
At the beſt, that, and you their faithleſs Slaves, 
As you deſerve, unworthy to be Friends. 
Now, now the Day of your Account draws on. 
The Roman Conſuls come as Miniſters 
Of Wrath, and Terror, to this guilty Town, 
Arm'd with the kindled Juſtice of the Gods 
Againſt your Crimes, with their avenging Bolts 
From Heav'n, and the devouring Flames of Hell, 
To Burn, Deſtroy, and Ruin you and yours. 
They have inveſted you with Fire, and Sword. 
Famine, and Peftilence will follow ſoon 
In the ſtary'd Rear, to ſeize, and faſten on 3. 
Thoſe Wretches, who juſt ſcape the Stroke of War. 
Vou have variety of Miſery 
Before you, in this Siege, to pick, and chuſe 
What Death you pleaſe, but think not to eſcape. 
Your Hannibal has leſt you, with the Gods, 
And all good Men, to ſure Perdition. | [Exit, 

2 Cit. A ſorry Comforter —— 

1 Cit. Of Yother Side; no Friend of ours; no matter 
what he ſays. He wiſhes it were worſe, if poſſible. 

3 Cit. Nay, tis ev'n bad enough; and how *cwill be 
better I don't know. 


2 Cit. We're in a miſerable Condition, that's the Truth 


on't, and which way to apply our ſelves for a Remedy--- 
1 Cit. Ay, that's the way, if we cou'd hit on't. 
O2 | 2 Cit. 


| 
| 
F 
| 
| 
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2 Cit. Let's to the Forum, there we ſhall find our Fel- 


low Citizens, | 

1 Cit, We'll joyn with them, for Something muſt be done. 
Junius Returns. Exeunt. 

Jun. What is't to me, my Country, Capua? 

Who does maintain, or who deſerts her Cauſe? 

Fa vonia is the Province of my Care: | 

And her I have deſerted, baſely left, 

How! baſely! nay, abandon d to the Rage, 

It may be, of a jealous Husband too. 

Ha! whither am I hurry'd by my Fears? 

{lad 1 forſeen but half the Accidents | : 

That threaten now, what wou'd I not have done? 

1 wou'd have fnatch'd her from his cruel Hands. 

And may do ſtill. I will declare my Love, 

Clear her ſuſpected Honour to the World, 

Or jaſtifie my Paſſion by Revenge. Exit. 


SCENE charges to Pacuvius's Horſe, 


Enter Pacuvius and Servant. 

Pac. Let him diſpoſe of her, as he thinks beſt: 
It was a Task unnaturally impos'd, 
And therefore willingly | lay it down. 
Beſides, there is a public Conflict here, 
Within this Breaſt, admits not private Cares. 
Say, have you ſent to Vibuns Virnes, 
And Marius Bloſuust 

Ser. As you order'd, Sir, 

Pac. And what? 

Ser. They will come Home to you. 

Pac. Tis well. : 
Let no Body diſturb me, till they come. 
Ticy ſent no News? | | 

Ser. There's none worth ſending, Sir. 

Pac, Worth ſending ! true, *rwill come it ſelf too ſoon, 
But we may boldly hear what we muſt feel. 
Tis natural to enquire how the World goes 

Ser. Towards an End with us, tis to be fear d, 
And Catua; the Expedition is 
Incredible, that carries on the Sie 

Pac. We often ask, in Caſes 05 Deſpair, 
When we are ſuc the Anſwer cannot pleaſe, Ser. 


s 
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Ser. Hannibal try'd to raiſe it, but in vain: 
And now tis ſaid that he is march'd to Rome: 
That way to draw the Conſuls from our Walls, 
To fave their City, and defend themſelves. | 
Pac. Leave me, and bring in what Reports you hear. 
[Exit the Servant. 
We cannot anſwer for unborn Events: 
The Gods have plac'd 'em in the Hands of Fate, 
To Shape, and Faſhion for their high Decrees; 
At their appointed Time, 'to bring 'em forth, 
To baffle 2 Wit, and Induſtry. 
Elſe in the Courſe of Probability; 
And as Appearances preſented Things, 
Rome was to Fall, and Capua was to Riſe. 
But Fate, it ſeems, has otherwiſe ordain d. 
There is a fecret Power, within the Scene, 


— — 


That works unſcen, and makes fo quick a Cha 


I cannot ſtand the Taunts of bad Succeſs, 

And therefore wonnot meet em in the Crowd. 

I have hitherto been on the winning Side. 

We have another Game of Fortune now, 

And I will loſe as little as I can. 

I cannot make the Figure that I wou'd, 

But need not make 2 bad once. mat': in me; 

It it grows worſe, | know my Remedy. Cut. 


SCENE changes to the Forum. 


A Crowd of Citixens. 
3 Cit. No Tidings to comfort us? 
4 Cit. Sad Times, ſad Times, and running on to be 
worſe as faſt as they can drive. 
2 Cit, Did ever People fall from ſuch a Pinacle of Proſperi- 
ty, unto ſuch a Gulph of Deſtruction, in fo little a Time? 
3 Cit. Never, never. | 
2 Cit. Oar Sallies did ſomething at firſt to hinder their 
Works, but to no Purpoſe now, they're beaten back upon 
'grery Attempt, and dare not look the Romans in the Face. 
2 Cit. There's no peeping upon the Walls. 
3 Cit. The Engines play ſo thick, they're about your 
Ears before you're aware of 'em. 
3 Cit. Not a Spade employ'd in the Trenches, but digs 
a Capuan Grave. O 3 4 Cit. 
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4 Cit. We're in a {ad Condition indeed. * 

1 Cit. There's no Body to Command, but Boſtar, and 
Hanno, the Carthaginians, and how the Capuans obey 
them, you may believe. | 4 

2 Cit, The Garriſon fights hard for us, to ſave them - 
ſelves; but they'll pay their Quarters before they leave us. 

3 Cit. They have brought us into the Crime, and won't 
forſake us in the Puniſhment. 

1 Cit. Nay, they have done all they can for us with Hannibal. 

2 Cit. And for themſclyes, for they muſt pay our Scores; 
but what was that all? 

1 Cit. Why, they ſent to him, to complain that he had 
abandon'd the Town, and, as it were, yielded it up him- 
ſelf to the Fury of the Romans; and withal beſeeching him, 
that he wou'd come to their Relief, who were not only 
Beſieg d, but ſhut up in the Works, and almoſt in the 
Hands of the Enemy. — | 

2 Cit. Upon which he came to look upon his Patients 
at a Diftance, ſhook his Head in deſpair öf our State, and 
went to Rome for better Advice. 

3 Cit. He ſent us his Reaſon for ſo doing, 

2 Cit. But the Conſuls are here ſtill, for all his Reaſon, 
and the Prætor too; their Armies are not drawn off; as 
ſoon as Hannibal march'd out of Capua, the Romans came 
upon us, you know, as if they had hit the Opportunity, 
they had been aiming at ſo long; they did not come here 
to be draw away by every Motion of the Enemy. 

4 Cit. No, no, they won't leave us fo. | 

2 Cit. Therefore my Advice is, either to try what our 
Deſpair can do, in making a bold Puſh, or take the Be- 
nefit of the Conſuls Proclamation. 

3 Cit. What's that? What does the Proclamation ſay ? 

2 Cit It offers Life and Liberty to all thoſe that ſur- 
render themſelves in Four and twenty Hours. 

3 Cit. Why, ay, why don't we lay hold on the Procla- 
mation ? 

4 Cit. At leaſt let's ſtay for an Anſwer from Hannibal. 
Some Mauritania us have undertaken, in the Name of De- 
ſerters, to get to him thro' the Roman Camp. 

2 Cit, And will be wile enough never to come back 
again, In the mean Time, we ſtand like Condemn'd 

| 1 
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Men, with the Halter about our Necks, but no Body at-- 
tempts any Thing for himſelf, or the Public. 

1 Cit. What-wou'd you have us do? The chief Citizens 
have ſhut themſelyes up in their Houſes, expecting their 
Ruin, with the Deſtruction of their Country. 

3 Cit. The Nobles have deſerted us, and the Care ol 


the Common- Wealth. 


2 Cit. Why then, in the firſt Place, let us go, and ſet 
Decius Magius at Liberty. | 

Omn. Agreed, agreed; 'twas luckily thought upon. - 

3 Cit. He's a good Man, and a Lover of his Country. 

4 Cit. And a Lover of the People. 

1 Crt. Nay, he never quarrell'd with us, but for our: 
Faults, when we deſery'd it. 

3 Cir. If we had been govern'd by him, Friends 

2 Cit, Let us clap him up at the Head of the Government. 

3 Cit, And his Enemies in his Place. 

4 Cit. We can't do better. 

1 Cit. And then we'll go about the City to Summon: 
the Senate, and tell the Senators 2 what they muſt 
truſt to; that unleſs they Aſſemble immediately to look 
after the Publick, we'll ſet their Houſes on Fire about 
their Ears, and begin with them in the Ruin of Capua. 

2 Cit. We'll Sacrifice them to their Country, rather - 
than giye up our Wives and Children to the Enemy, 

3 Cit. And fo we'll tell em plainly. 

4 Cit. There's nothing elſe to be done, 

1 Cit. If we are to be Ruin'd, let it begin at our Betters. 

2 Cit, Tis Time enough for us, when it comes to our 
Turn. And Tl take my Turn, tho! it be at the Gallows. . 

1 Cit. Why, that's well faid, there's Something to be 
expected from our honeſt Endeavours. Therefore all Hands to 
Decius Magins. Exeunt. 


SCENE Virginius's Honſe. 


Enter Virginius with à Servant. 
Vir. You know the reſt, tell her that I am here. [ Ex Servant. 


SCENE opens, and ſhews Favonia on the Ground. 


Where are you? on the Grind! it does become 


The preſent Poſture of your fall'n Eſtate, 
04 Fallen 


320 be FATE of CAPUA. 


Fallen from the higheſt pitch of Happineſs, 
Into the loweſt depth of Miſery. 
Vet I will raiſe you; wou d I cou d reſtore you 
To the admir'd Height, in which you ſtood, 
Of Fame, and Virtue; but it cannot be. 
As well I may refix a new fall'n Star, 
In his bright Orb, to light the Word again. 
I come to viſit you. 
Fav. I thank you, Sir, 
Vir. 1 durſt not truſt you-in a Father's Hand. 
Fav. | have no Friend. 
Vir. O! that the Time ſhou'd come, 
That you ſhou'd ever ſay you have ne Friend, 
When J am near you. Yes, you have a Friend, 
A Friend you ſhou'd not have, no more of that. 
I am to tell you what a Friend you've loſt: 
And then compute your. Gains. 
Fav. 1 have loſt all 
That ever was of Value to my Peace. 
Vir. You have deſtroy'd all that was in your Pow' : 
And you well knew your Pow'r to Ruin me. 
You've thrown away a Husband, and his Love, 
Fhat-follow'd you, as Nature does her Works, 
To nurſe, and raiſe you to Perfection. 
Had all the good Things of this Earth been mine, 
And mine the Pow'r to draw their Spirits off, 
Into a Quiateſſence of Happineſs, 
1 had beſtow d the precious Draught on you. 
And in return — : 
Fav. OI could make you none, 
To your Deſerts. 
Vir. In barbarous Return, . 
f * 1 2 on of Bitterneſs 
o daſh my Cup, an n all my Joys. 
I cou'd have ſweetned 2 my — 
Which I reſtrain d. I held your Father's Hand, 
Stretch d out to take away your guilty Life. 
For when J heard he had — your Death, 
And Sign'd the Execution, t 
You had deſer vd it of my 


I knew 

rongs, and Me, | 
I cou'd not hold, but flew to your Relief. 

And why? Is it becauſe wy Nature is . Inſenſi- 
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Inſenſible, and cannot feel a Wrong? 
Stupid, and deadned to the Senſe of Shame? 
Or that I'm noted for my Eaſineſs | 
In finding out Excuſes to forgive? 
And pardon faſter than they injure me? 
Is that the Reaſon that I reſcu'd you? 
You know me better, no, Favonia, no, 
*T was Pity came into the Place of Rage: 
But do not therefore think that I am 
For my * becauſe I pity'd you. 
Juſtice her {elf Condemns with a Remorſe, 
And pities while ſhe ſtrikes ; belides I thought, 
That I, and you, who for ſo many Years 
Had liy'd, as Friends, ſhould have a Time to part. 
Fav. O Miſery! that I muſt nothing ſay 
In my Defence, to clear my Innocence, 
Vir. Hold, have a Care, no more of Innocence, 
Or a Defence; if you inſiſt on that, 
I ſhall break thro? the Temper I proper, 
And then I cannot ſay where I end. 
Fav. Well, I have done. | 
Vie. Not but you have an Advocate ſtill Here; 
Within this Breaſt, and not to be remoy'd, 
That in Defiance of a Cauſe fo foul, 
So deſperate, and fo loſt, will yet be heard. 
But then it does pretend but to adviſe, 
And warn me to be cautious what I do, 
Well to confider what I undertake, 
Pondting to weigh the heavy Conſequence, 
And not rev my ſelf upon my ſelf, 
As that's the Caſe, unleſs I am reſoly'd , 
Never te want what I would throw away: 
And who can know his Reſolution? | 
Who can be ſire, that he is well enough 
Acquainted with the Temper of his Heart, 
To anſwer for its * © Conſtancy ? 
To know. its Strength ſufficient to ſupport 
So great a Loſs, to bear a Loſs, like af 
The Loſs of all, that ever I held dear. 
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And have preſery'd you for this Interview. 
Fav. More terrible than Death it ſelf to me. 
Vir. You cannot think I come to pardon you. 
No, all that I endeavour, or can gain 
Upon my Wrongs, is to diſarm my Rage. 
And let it paſs among the ſtrange Effects 
Of that commanding Pow'r, you always had 
Upon my Heart, that you are jet alive. 
But I am ſtill contriving my Revenge; 
Still meditating how to puniſh you; 
And I am in a way that pleaſes me: 
It ſatisfies my Juſtice better too, 
Than the Atonement of your ſpotted Blood. [ Exit, 
Fav. There is no Remedy, no way to fave 
My Innocence, but by acculing him, 
Who always has been dearer than my Life. 
It muſt be he, that could purſue me there. 
If he has ſcap'd with Safety, I am paid, 
Tho' tis a heavy Loſs of Life, and Fame. 
Virginius returns with a Child m his Hand. 

Vir. Here is a little Innocent, that comes | 
To Mourn with you: Soon as ſhe can ſpeak plain, 4 
She'll tell you, tis an undone Mother's Loſs 
Has brought her hither, to be Nurs'd in Tears. 

Fav. O! may ſhe never know her Mother's Fate. 

Vir. Nor the Diſhonour of her Father; but 
——, her Parents apron 3 L 

m w up with the Diſgrace, and Shame. 

Look on 2 well. | | 

Fav. My Eyes and Heart are full of her. 

Vir. Look on her as it were to be the laſt, 
The laft, laſt Look that you may ever have. 

Fav. This Object I would wiſh to cloſe my Eyes, 

Vir. You muſt remember how ſhe has been bred, 
The fondled Darling of our rival Loves. 

Fav. Who are to ſtrive in Fondneſs of her now? 
Who to ſupply a tender Mother's Care? 1 

Vir. O! hat the Reaſon of my Love ſhould prove, 
Should ever prove the Reaſon of my Hate! 
How have I hung upon the little Lines 
Of that dear Face, with a fond Father's Joy, 

| To 
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To find the Mother there in Minature 

By Nature's Hand copy'd in every Look ! 

I pray d the Gods ſhe might reſemble you, 

And now abhor the I.ikeneſs I deſid 

I cannot look upon her, but ſhe brings 

Her Mother's Crimes into my Memory 

When you are in your Grave, the ſight of her 

Will raiſe you from the Dead, to haunt my Peace, 

To plague, and puniſh me; take her away. 

I wonnot throw her out to Beggary, 

But for your ſake will never-ſee her more. 
Fav. O miſerable Woman! muſt I be 


The Ruin of my Child! 
[She fnatches up the Child, the Nomen come about her- 


to take the Child. 
Vir, Away with her, 
Why am I not obey'd? Force her away. 
Fav. O let her ſlay but for a parting Hour —— - 
Vir. No, not a Minute, not a Moment's ſtay. 
Fav. To take a farewel Kiſs, 
Vir. You've ſeen your laſt of her. 
Now ſhe has wound her ſelf about your Heart, 
Now ſhe has hold of all the Strings of Life, 
Now tear her thence that you at laſt may feel 
[ Forcing the Child from her fhe falls on the Floor. 
Some of the Tortures you prepar'd for. me. | 
Fav. The Gods — give me Patience to ſupport 
What they inflict, this is a thouſand Deaths. 
Vir, When 1 can entertain you at this rate, 
PI viſit you again, in the mean time 
You know your Lodging, I muft ſce you in. 
You'll have ſufficient leiſure to reflect 7 
Upon the Follies that have brought you here. 
You've made your ſelf unworthy of the World, 
And therefore never ſhall appear again, 
But live forlorn, immur'd within theſe Walls, 
Who's there? Es 7 | 
A Servant enters with a Dagger in one Hand, and a Bowl 
in tother, and gives em to Virginius, who places am on - 
a Table by Favonia. N 
I have your Father's Preſent yet to bring, * 


324 The Far E of Cap uA. 


He ſends a Dagger, and a poiſon d Draught, 
In your Extremity to comfort you. 
When you arc weary of this Slavery, 
You have that wretched Choice to ſet you free. 
[The Scene ſhuts upon Favonia, he goes off. 


— 


n 
ä _ 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE The Forum. | 


Ezter Pacuvius, Vibius Virius, and Marius Bloſius, with the 
Senators in their ſeveral Parties. 


1 Se. WI are met here, and only to be made 
Y More certain of inevitable Fate: 
Each Moment brings us Matter of Deſpair, 
And no one to propoſe a Remedy. 4 
Ble. The Mauritanians, who were hir d, and ſent, 
And, as Deſerters, undertook to pals 
The Roman Camp, and get to Hannibal, 
Diſcover'd by the Conſuls to be Spies, 
Fifty in Number were condemn d to be | 
Firſt ftrip'd, and ſcourg d, then with their Hands cut off 
In that moſt lamentable plight driv'n back 1 
To Catua, to let us ſee the News. 
2 Sen. To let us ſee what we are to expect. 
3 Sen. To let us read in bloody Characters 
The Vengeance that is laid in ſtore for us. | 
4 Sen. The Spectaele has ſunk the People ſo, Tas * 
They dare no longer think of a Defence, 
And talk of nothing but Surrendring now. 
Pac, This Accident has cut our Commerce off, 
All our Intelligence with Hannibal. | 
We've nothing farther to expe& from him. | 
Blo. And the Gods know, but little from our ſelves, 
Within.) Bear back, make way for our Deliverer. 
Do you not know good Decius Magins. 
Enter Decius Magius. 
18en, Ol Decins Magins? you're 3 welcome Man 
82 Among 


{II 
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Among us, you were neyer wanted more: 

Mag. Tis a bad Day for Capua, when a weak, 

Old, uſeleſs Man comes to be wanted ſo. 

But any thing is welcome in Diſtreſs. 

I'm forry for the Cauſe that brings me here, 

Tho! it has brought me back to Liberty, 

From — to the — 2 | 
2 Sen, We never were in ſuch a wret ced.. 
Mag. I hear how Matters go with us, all wrongs 

And fear me, tis too * to ſet em right. 

My Pow'r is ver r, but yet you may 

Employ it; as — 1 for Ca Lane 

For I am ſtill devoted to her Cauſe. 

1 Sen, We cannot hope to have the Town reliev d. 
2 Sen. Nor are we able te defend it long. 
3 Sen. The Roman Clemency has oft been try d 

On deſperate Occaſions, and been found, 

When all has fail'd, the only Remedy. 

4 Sen, And let us not deſpair of its Effects, 

Its good Effects on us. 

Blo. What do you mean? 
1 Sen. To — the Fury of our Fate. 


2 Sen. Not to enrage it by ſing it. : 

3 Sen. But freely give what they have Pow'r to take; 

1 Sen. We have agreed, the greateſt part of us, 
To ſend our Legates to the Conſuls Camp, 

And offer up the Town, to — Lives. 
Sen. And you are come, Decius Magins, 
The fitteſt Suppliant in your Country Cauſe. 

1 Sen, You have deferv'd, and you may well pretend 
An Intereſt with the Roman Generals. 1 

Mag. An Intereſt againſt their Intereſt! 

There's very little to expect from that. 

1 Sen, We will ſurrender at Diſcretion, 

Mag. And that is but a wretched" Embaſſie. * 
But if you think it is the only way 8 | 
To do you Service, and you are agreed | 

2 Sen, We are agreed there is no other way: , 

Mag. What ſays Paruvius? You are yet to ſpeak; 

Pac. *'Twould ill become my Character, to join 
la this Advice of ſupplicating qs 

2 15 
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In our Diſtreſs, who, may be, was the firſt 
To urge her Ruin, by deſerting her. 
But if I were no more obnoxious, 
No more accountable for our Revolt, 
Than he that ated leaſt, yet I muſt think, 
From what we've done to them, and they to us, 
There is no Hope of Pardon at their Hands. 

Blo. A Pardon! tis a Play-thing for a Child, 
To ſtill the preſent fit of Frowardneſs; 
A Man can never ſet his Heart upon't. 

Pac. Now, when a Foreign Enemy inſults, 
And Hannibal himſelf that Enemy, 
When all things are permitted to the Sword, 
Brandiſh'd, — flaming over Italy, 
At ſuch a Time, forgetting Hannibal, 
And every threatned Danger, to ſend here 
Both Conſuls, with their Armies Conſular, 
Looks as they did intend to make their Wars 
Only on us, not Carthage more abhorr'd 
Than Capua, as if they did not come 
For Fame, or Victory, but for Revenge. 

Mag. It may be ſo, and that they come to raiſe 
A Monument, to warn ſucceeding Times, 
Never to injure, in whatever State 
Their Fortune is, the Citizens of Rome. 

Pac. The very Savages, and fierceſt Beaſts, 
Do but approach their Dens, and they will leave 
Their deſtin d Prey, to ſave their helpleſs Voung. 
The Romans are more eager yet than they. 
For not the Leaguer of their City Rome, 


Their Wives, their Children (whoſe imploring Cries, 


And Lamentations almoſt reach 'em here) 

Their Altars, Hearths, the Temples of the Gods, 
The Sepulchers of their great Anceſtors, 

In danger to be violated all 

By. Hannibal, can once remove em hence, 

From the determin'd Spoil of Capua. 

So greedy are they of our Puniſhment, 

Of iuch a burning thirſt to drink our Blood. 
Therefore, for my Part, I will ſeek no Aid 

Out of my ſelf: While I am Maſter of 
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My Liberty, I can take care for one. 
$4: = who have made your ſelves unworthy of 
Pardon, and Mercy, juſtly may deſpair. 
But we have hopes in Decius Magius. 
Mag. Alas! | ; 
2 Sen. Take the three hundred Roman Knights 
Along with you, that are our Priſoners. . 
2 Sen. That was a lucky Thought, make all the Friends 
Mag. Adverſity will find but very few. | | 
3 Sen. What force you can. as | 
Mag. And all, I fear, too weak. [Exit with his Party, 
Pac. You then, who ſeem to have another Senſe 
Of what we owe to the immortal Gods, jug | 
And our immortal ſelves, in theſe Extreams, 8 
I do invite you to take part with me, 
In the kind Entertainment of this Night, 
Which I've prepar'd for many more good Friends. 
The Wine, and Company I know are good: 
The Supper choſen well, and elegant: 
For who can tell but it may be our laſt. 
If it ſo prove; indulge the Genius, 
Enlarge the Soul, and feaſt the Senſes high: 
We'll facrifice at laſt to Liberty. Zxeunt. 
Enter Virginius and Junius. | 
Vir. O Junius! tis unworthy of the Man, 
Who calls you Friend, ſo ſcandalous a Fate. 
But do not think that I am reconcil'd, 
Humbled, and tam'd to my Diſhonour, no. | 
Fun. I know you can't be wanting to your ſelf. 
Vir. I wanted to acquit my ſelf to you, 
And therefore J have found you luckily, 
To go with me —— 
om. You may command your Friend. 
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Vir. To be a Witneſs that I treat the Wretch x 
As ſhe deſerves from me, and my Revenge. [ Exeum. 


SCENE Virginins's Houſe. 
Fayonia enters with a Dagger in ons Hand, ants Bowl 
nin tother. 5 
Fav. A Father's Preſent to a luckleſs Child! 
His ſending it, and by a Husband's Hands, ; 
* 9 | 1 bould 
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Should have determin'd me, before this time, 


In what I have to do, tis but to die: 
And that I've meditated, ſtudy d long; 


And often wiſnt; but yet this 
This Ruffizn Dagger, like a M 


erer, 


That does delight in Blood, looks terrible. 


There's nothing 


horrid in this friendly Bowl: 


And it will do the Deed as certainly, 
And fatisfie my angry Fate as well. 


[She drinks, t 


ws the Bowl one way, and the Dagger another, 


"Tis paſt; the little Argument of Life 


Is at an end; and Death will ſoon conclude, 


This is the fatal Period of our Crimes, 
Ending at laſt in certain Puniſhment. 


And yet my Crimes, methinks, might well have paſt 
For my Misfortunes, to be pitied. | 


Rather than puniſh'd ;- but I muſt not tax 


The Juſtice of the Gods; they have their Ends 
haye thought fit 


In every thing they do; t 


To judge 


em Crimes, and ſo to doom em here. 


Perhaps to warn too negligent a World, 
By my Example, how t 
In little things, that may be dangerous, 


If there is any profit of my Death, 


*Tis well, 1 do not grudge 
For I begin to find its Comfort here. 


[Laying her ſelf down on the Floor, 
Enter Virginius; and Janus Lfichh Junius un, to 


Jun. Extended on the Floor! Is this a Sight 


To triumph in ? 


Vir. The Dagger, or the Bowl, 
Has reſcu'd her, and diſappo 


y do engage 


the Benefit; 


inted me. 


I fear ſhe's almoſt got out of my reach. 


(v 


irginius kntels at her Feet, Junius at her Head, 


Fun. She's is the Pangs of Death. 
Vir. There let her ſtay, 
And linger Ages out in Agony, 


And glut my Eyes, and ſatiate my 
Fun. She's goin 


Revenge. 

g! O! Favonia ! ſhe is gone! 

| [Fayonia dies, Junius weeping over her. 
Vir: 
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Vir. Why let her go, and with her all my Plagues. 
Jun. I came to be a Witneſs of thy Truth, 
And Innocence; but ſhould have come before 
To fave thy Life 
Vir. Methinks you are too much 
Concern'd for her. 
Jun. Begone, and leave me here. 
Your Title carry'd to the end of Life; 
No farther; you have put an End to that: 
And now 1 honeſtly may ſet up mine. 
Vir. What*Title ? MS 
Jun. To revenge her Death on you. 
[Junius ſtarts upon his Knees, ſeizes upon Virginius, they viſa 
in a firuggle, Junius draws his Sword upon him. 
You have involy'd me in this Murder here : 
And made me an Accomplice of a Deed, 
To d:mn us both down to the loweſt Hell, 
If you dare juſtifie it, draw your Sword. 
Vir. Dare juſtifie it ? 
Fun. Due. 
Vir. You know I dare. | 
Another Min had proy'd my daring too, 
Before this time. | 
Fun. So every Coward ſays. | 
Vir. Nay, then tis paſt; this only 2nfivers that. | 
[They fight, both wounded. 
Fun. Tis as it ſhould be: I was not to live. 
Vir. I cannot long. 5 falls by Fayonia, 
Jun. Then I have been a Frien 
Indeed, if I have haſten d on your Death. 
For when I have confeſs'd a few ſad Truths, 
You'll find I only have prevented you 
From laying violent Hands upon your Grief, 
Curſing the Light, and falling to Deſpair. 
Vir. Your Words have ſtruck Attention in 7 Heart, 
Jun. Favonia is moſt innocent, and wrong'd: | 
And you and I the only guilty here. 
Vir. But prove her G, and I ſhall die with Joy: 
Falling at her Feet; 
Fun. I loy'd her, for I may avow it now, | 
And you may thank your ſelf, who were the Cauſe, * 
| | BY 
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By bringing me into your Family. 
I lov'd er with a Paſſion, that no Bounds 
Could circumſcribe, no Violence could tame, 
No Council moderate, no Friendſhip cure. 
Therefore I went to Rome, reſolv'd to breath 
My Sighs in foreign Air, not to diſturb 
Your Intereſt, or Favonia s Innocence. 
J languiſh'd many Years; my Fate thought fit 
To bring me back; and you wou'd have me home. 
Vir. 1 left her with you. 
Fun. In that Conflict, I f 
Confeſs d what 1 had ſuffer d for my Love: 
She pity d me, and I deſir'd no more. 
Vir. Say on, while 1 have leiſure to attend. 
Fun. The Man you found in her Apartment, was 
Your wretched Friend: I thought to ſcape unſeen. 
But that poor Caution has undoae us all. 
Vir. What was your Buſineſs there? 
Jun. I went to take 
A parting Look, reſoly'd to end my Griefs, 
And trouble her no more. Favonia was 
Ev'n innocent of my being there, 
J found her ſleeping with her harmleſs Thoughts: 
And ſhe but wak'd, as you approach'd the Room, 
In a Surprize, to find her ſelf undone. 
This Writing I have drawn to vouch for me, 
In all the Circumſtances of this Tale: 
And the Gods try me by the Truth it bears. [ Dies. 
Vir. A ſolemn Adjuration! and no doubt 
Moſt heav'nly true; and all this is the Work 
Of my own Folly; had I been content 
With that fair Portion of Felicity, 
The Gods beſtow'd upon me in a Wife; 
How happy had I been! but I muſt brin 
My Friend home to uſurp upon her Right. 
And what's the Conſequence! Ruin, and Death, 
The appreach of Death makes me leſs ſenſible. | 
I've loſt my Wife, and Friend, and now my ſelf. ¶ Dies. 


* 


SCENE 
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SCENE Pacuvius's Howſe. 


Pacuvius, Vibius Virius, Marius Bloſius, with ſeven or eight 
Senators riſing from a Feaſt. 
Pac. Who, who would baſely lag behind in Life, 
Only to ſee how many wretched ways 
Our Enemies will find out to puniſh us? 

5'Sen. Theſe Eyes ſhall never be Spectators of 
My Country's Ruin. | 

Vis. Nor will I behold 
The Ravage, and the havock of our Spoils 

6 Sen. Nor Capua's Honours trampled in the Duſt—— 

7 Sen. Nor ſhining horrid with involving Flames. 

Bla. Shall our chaſt Matrons, and our bluſhing Maids, 
Our generous Youth, bred up to nobler Hopes, 
Attempted, ſeiz'd, o'erpower'd, be tam'd at laſt, 

To the Inſults of all unnatural Luſts? 

Vib. If there was nothing elſe to undergo 

Blo. You cannot call it living on ſuch Terms. 

Pac. If we agree, that Life would be a load, 

Not to be Born, with theſe Indignities ; 
Here is the helping Hand to throw it off. 

[4 Servant gives him à Bow!: 
This Bowl I have reſery'd to crown the Feaſt, 
Hannibal carries Poiſon in a Ring, 
Still to be near him in Adverſity. 
I have prepar d this cordial Draught for us: 
A noble and preventing Remedy: 
To free our Bodies from the Puniſhment, 
Our Minds from the Reproich, and Infamy, 
Our Eyes and Ears from being Witneſſes 
Of all thoſe Cruelties, that are deſign d, 
Contriv'd, reſery'd, and wait for cenquer'd Men. 

Vis, We wonnot rob our Virtue of its Fame, | 
To think that any here can ſtand in need g 
Ot Words, to argue him into a Deed, 

Ot th.s high Conſequence and Character. 
Els, We are contirm'd in Reaſon, and reſoly d. 
Pac. Then thus I offer you Deliverance: 


And do begin a Health to Liberty. [Drinks, 


5 Sen, A generous Health, and ſend it round te all. 


- 


| 
| 
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Blo. Fill all the Bowls at once, that we may join 
In that moſt noble Pledge; let no Man have 
Priority, or Place, in this laſt Scene, 
But all unite in Honour of the Deed. 
Vib, Let us unite our Hands, as well as Hearts, 
In this great Work: And ſince we are to part, 
We'll part like Friends, lock d in a ſtrict Embrace. 


[They embrace in a Circle, 


Enter Magius as they are in the Ceremony. 
Mag. 1 muſt not be ſhut out. I come to be 
Admitted to the gallant Fellowſhip 
-Of your great Enterprize, I hear you are 
Determin'd and yd. 


Give me a 
Among 8 | 
5 Sen. Tis Poifon —— 
Mag. Not to me. 
Or if it ſhould be ſo, I come to die. 
6 Sen, We'll ſhow you then the way. 
Mag. I'm old, and weak, 
And cannot follow faſt, unleſs you ſtay, 
-Fo take me with you in your Company. 

6 Sen. We will. 

Pac. I'm forty to ſee you reduc'd to die. 

Mag. I'm ſorry to ſee you reduc'd to live, 

Pac. That would be Poverty of Soul indeed. 

*Tis not ſo poor with me. 

Mag. I'm glad of it. 

6 Sen. Pacuvius has drank his Cordial off. 

Mag. Secure me mine, and then at leiſure, I 
Will tell you the Particulars at large, 

Of what I went about; the Confals Doom; 
And Capua's Fate —— 

[Servant gives Magius a Bowl, they all drink together. 
But this delivers me. 

5 Sen. And all of-us. 

Bio. Now we defie the Doom. 
Pronounce it in the threatning Conſuls Words: 
Tho it ſhould thunder from the Judgment Seat, 
It ſhakes not us. We have our Pardon ſeal'd, | 
; | Mag. 


[Servants give each Man 4 Bowl, 


cle. 


Mag. I was not ſuffer d to approach their Camp, 
But as a private Perſon, and a Friend, 
They utterly refus'd the Priſoners, 
Diſdaining to receive 'em, as a Bribe. 
And would not hear me upon any Terms, 
That I could offer; all I could obtain, 
Was to inform my ſelf what they defign'd 
To do with us. 
6 Sen, It muſt be terrible. 
Mag. Why, fourſcore Senators are condemn d to Death; 
Three hundred of our nobleſt Families 
To be diſpers d into the Latin Towns, 
There to remain as Priſoners at large. 
Our Treaſure all confiſcated to Rome, 
Our Lands and publick Buildings forfeited: 
Capua to be disfranchis'd of her Rights, 
Her Liberties, and her chief Citizens: 
The Populace by Out-cry to be ſold, 
Into the ſeveral States of Italy; 
And none permitted to inhabit here, 
But Slaves made Free, Strangers, and meaneſt Trades: 
Never to be incorporated more | 
In a Community, to. have a Voice 
In free Election of its Magiſtrates, if 
But live enthrall'd under the Scourge of Rome. 
Vib. More dreadful far than Fire or Sword could be. 
Blo. It had been Mercy to extirpate quite | 
The Name, and Memory of Capra, ' 
Mag. As to my ſelf, tis true, they offer'd all, 
All honourable Terms for me, and mine. 
But what is Honour, Fortune, vrhen we have 
No Friends; no Country, to rejoice with us? 
I could not think of Lite after that Loſs, 
Therefore came timely to prevent it here. 
Pac. O Magius! let, me.witnels to the Worth 
I always envy'd. We have rival'd long 
For Capua s Love; but this laſt Act of yours 
Has forc'd me to confeſs it was your due: 
Has thrown all Emulation ſo behind. 
The Honour of the Race is wholly yours. 
Had 1 proceeded with that Openneſs, 


With 
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With that clear Spirit, in my Country's Cauſe - 


| Mag. May be it had been better for us all. 
This is no time for long Confeſſions, 

If you have done amiſs, amend it now: 

And by the brave Example of your Death, 
Correct the Influence of an ill- ſpent Life. 


Pac. I've found this eaſie, honeſt way to Death: 


The only way, my Friends, to vanquiſh Rome 
To rob her Conſuls of their Triumph here, 
And bear our ſelves the Palm of Victory. 


[A Servant whiſpers Pacuvius, and gives him 


that Junius left behind him. 


the Paper 


Mag. I thank the Gods Þ have liv'd long enough, 


To all the reaſonable Ends of Lite : 


Liv'd to my Friends, my Country, and my Fame: 


Have glutted Nature with Satiety, 

Tir'd all her various Appetites of Change. 
And twould be an unmannerly Return, 
For my 
When I have fat it out, to grudge to riſe. 


ood Cheer, and welcome of the Feaſt, 


Blo. We are all ready now to take our Leave. 


Mag. But one Word more, and then I go w 
[They ſupport 
Pac. She's Innocent, and well provided for. 
Mag. The Dead live after in the Memory 
Of thoſe alive, fo to be handed down, 
Thro' all the Ages of Poſterity, | 
As Triers of their Fame; abborr'd, or lov'd, 
According to their Good, or Ill, in Life. 


5 


Pac. I would be mention d only in my Death. 


Mag. Let it be ſaid of us, we would have dy 
To ſave our Country 
Nothing could tempt us to ſurvive its Fate. 
Now lay us gently down. 

| Enter a Meſſenger. 

Vib. What is thy News? 

Meſſ. Our Gates are open d to the Enemy: 
And Capua is no more. 

Blo. Would it were ſo. 


Better be nothing than be miſerable. 


d 


ſince we could not that, 


Ou. 
other, 
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Pac. Thou com' ſt too late to do us good, or harm, 
By any News that thou canſt bring us now. 
Mag. I pity our poor Friends that ſtay behind. 
Our Minds are going to their native Home. 
And for the earthy Part — 
Pac. I've taken care. 
When we are honourably laid in Death, A 
My Clients have their Orders to beſtow | | 
Our Bodies on a Funeral Pile, that's rais'd 
Oa purpoſe, to preſerve our laſt Remains. 


Mag. Tis well, now kindle it, and we ſhall mount i 
Up to the Skies, in the aſpiring Flame, 
And live Immortal in a glorious Name. \{Dies. 


E PILO GU E 


Written by Col. Codrington, and Spoken 
by Mrs. Barry. 


P OETS fine Titles for themſelves may find: 

I think em the Focl-mongers of Mankind. 
The charitable Duacks indeed pretend, 

They trade in Fools, only thoſe Fools to mend. 

Yet they wou d ſcarce the nauſeous Tast endure, 
But that, like Bedlam Doctors, they are ſure 

To get, by ſhowing Fools they cannot cure. 

Equal in this, all Plays muſt be confeſs; 

Fool is the fav rite Diſh of the whole Feaſt. 

In Farce, the Wit's a Fool, or Fool's a Wit. 

In Comedy, the Beau pretends a right. 

But Tragick Writers ſtill agree to plot 

The greateſt Heroe, for the greateſt Sot. 

Our Bard t' indulge your Taſte with vaſt delight, 
Serv'd up a Senate full of Fools to Night: 

Some buſtled hard for Hannibal, and ſome 

Hau d venture al the Brains they had for Rome. 


EPILOGUE. 

Thus fighting Fools ſupport ambitious Knaves : 
— 6 — — Capuans ſtill were Slaves. 

Our pair of Friends ſhine far above the reſt, 

With e ſhare of Fool, and Heros bleſs. 

Our Lover wou d not tempt the Lady's Honour; 

Yet had he boldly puſh d, and fairly won her, 

Yow'll all allow, he wou d leſs Harm have done her. 
Joys well contriv'd are had at eaſier price. 

Thank Heav'n our Britiſh Friends are not ſo nice. 
Our moſt important Fool is ſtill bebmd! 

The Man was marry'd, Sirs, and ſick in Mind. 
*Twas a meer whim of Honour coft his Life. 

The ſqueamiſh Capuan won d not ſhare his Iife. 

Wives are Hives: And be that will be billing, 

Muſt not think Cuckoldom 1 1 4 killing. 
What if the gentle Creature © mag kiſſing, 
Nothing the good Man marry'd for, was miſſing. 
Beſides the Rights of Ladies ſacred are: 

He ſhou d have been content with Neighbours Fare. 
But ſhe, by her coy Gallant's Crime, was good, 

And was not won, becauſe ſhe was not woo'd. 

Had he the Secret of his Birth-right known, 

*Tis odds the faithful Amal wou d have ſhown, 
The Wives of half this Race, more Iucky than his own. 
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